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. . . now Norma's nylon-clad knee 
ioined her hand in gentle caress- 
ing Susie in her misery. Sympathy 
ond loving kindness now would 
cement their love in its distorted 
defense against brutol male og- 
gression . , . 
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CHAPTER ONE 
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were Susie’s fingers in the elastic waist-band of . flie 
maining panties, soon eased down over the tautly round- 
ed hips. , ■ 

“Come on: Let’s get rid of these. Then you can hop 
right into the tub and hide your modest innocence under ^ 
all those suds. They’ll make a blanket thick enough and 
soft enough for your lovely tender body.” 

Susie quickly kicked the filmy panties off her feet and 
jumped into the tub. As the layer of fragrant foam 
closed over her; the h’ttle blonde sighed at relief from 
her.embarrassment and at the exquisite feel of the warm . 
water on her sensitive and tired flesh. With only her cute 
face and blonde curls showing above the dense froth, 
Susie looked up at her hostess who was standing beside 
the tub. Above her long slimly curved legs Norma’s trim 
• body was proudly displayed in the tight leotard. And the 
'brunette’s gaze showed a strange mixture of admiration 
d affection which Susie w'as too relaxed and sleepy 
, to analyse. 

, After a moment Norma knelt down beside the tub and 
in her low gentle coaxing voice said, “Roll over onto your 
tummy now, Susie. Then I can massage all the tired- 
ness out of your back and legs. The heat will help and 
I know how to massage you till you’ll feel all alive and 
invigorated.” 

The strong assured hands began to massage the whole! 
length of Susie’s back, allowing tlie rejuvenating heat of 
the bath to penetrate deep into the relaxing tissues. Now 
the satiny skin of lower legs received the same exhilarat- 
ing attention. The petite blonde girl felt her whole body 
relaxing into a glorious drowsiness while the warmth 
of the water and the expert handling set her inner body 
into a radiant and exhilerating glow. Her muscles were 
almost flaccid but she could feel her blood coursing ■ 
deep within. All thoughts of modesty disappeared and 
nothing could be more natural or more pleasant than 
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to have her flesh massaged into such exquisite languour. 

When Susie was nearly asleep from the total relaxa- 
tion, the calm hypnotic sensuous voice of the assured 
older girl bade her rise from tlie warm bath with its 
blanket of soft foam. Immediately Susie was wrapped in 
a huge turkish towel and led docilely into the adjoining 
bedroom. 


"Now lie down, lovely little doll, and .I’ll get you all 
dry and comfortable. It’s nice and warm in here so you 
won’t need anything on you.’’ 

Hands wielded the big towel with expert deftness and 
hands dusted fragrant powder over the sleepily acquies- 
cent body. Susie felt the swirling warmth within her in- 
crease disturbingly. Each tender gesture of Norma’s 
seemed to reassure her partner, and at the same time 
bring her inner turmoil nearer and nearer to release. 

Norma knew that she must work very' slowly now so 
as not to frighten off her inocent prey. One false move or 
one aggressive gesture could irrevocably destroy the 
situation which she had so subtly built up. There must 
be no demands. There must be only the slow and gradual 
giving of love and ecstasy. Real intimacy must W'ait till 
the victim was fully prepared. 

In her almost hypnotic drowsiness Susie vaguely recog- 
nized the feelings which were now' taking possession of 
her. But now she felt safe. There w'as no man anywhere 
near her. No Brad. No violent aggressive masculine de- 
mands on her. She did not have to be on the defensive 


against her ow-n feelings or against anything her partner 
might do. There w-as no Enemy. No man. She could 
accept and enjoy the relaxaUon whicli she fell building 
up w'ithin her body. Norma s voice was so reassuring and 
loving. Norma w-as interested only in giving, not in de- 
manding and dominating and hurting. Her actions and 

her words proved that. ^ 

"You’re so beautiful. So perfect, my little Susie. I want 


to touch you and love you. I want to show you how much 
I love you, and give you pleasure. And when I Wss 
you I will know that it feels as good for you as it does 
for me. And that’s what I want. I’ll never hurt you or be 
rough and demanding with you. Our love will always be 
sweet and gentle and beautiful. Let yourself go, Susie, 
Let me bring you the most wonderful feelings you’ve 
ever known. I want to do things for you, not to you. 
Things like this, and this.” 

With no demands from Norma, the petite blonde 
found herself instinctively contributing to their mutual 
searchings for love. The hotly glowing ball of passion 
within her seemed to expand until there was no room for 
her body to contain it. At last in a burst of surging glory 
Susie’s passion exploded into a continuous avalanche of 
^ soaring emotional sparks. 

- When at last they lay in each other’s arms in temporary 
satiation, Susie let her mind wander back to the events of 
the last hour or so. Not that she felt any guilt over what 
had transpired, but just searching for what had changed 
her feelings for Norma and their relationship to each 
other. 

After two fast and exhilarating sets of tennis on the 
college courts the two girls had walked slowly up the 
stairs to the second floor of a garden apartment which 
overlooked the campus and athletic fields of State Teach- 
ers College. The rolling green vista was just budding 
with the full rich foliage of Spring, and both girls were 
glowing and radiantly warm from their violent exertions 
in the bright sunlight. As Norma unlocked the door to 
her apartment she had spoken with seeming casualness 
to her little blonde friend. 

Im glad you could come up and relax for a few min- 
utes with me before you have to go home. Sit down and 
I'll make us some drinks,” 

“Thanks, Norma.” Susie had replied. “I’m just begin- 
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ning to get my breath back.” 

"Your form has improved wonderfully, dear,” said the 
dark-haired older girl with the exquisitely streamlined 
body. Then she smiled as she corrected herself. “Your 
tennis form, I mean. Your figure couldn't possibly be 
improved. It’s delightful, already.” 

Presently Norma appeared with two long frosty glasses 
and Susie looked up to thank her hostess as she took one 
of the drinks. The neat coiffure of the older dark-haired 
girl had not been disturbed by their game, and her 
smooth warmly tan skin offered a striking contrast to the 
chic white tennis-dress she wore. The short pleated flar- 
ing skirt barely covered the brief white panties which 
encased her loins, and the snug bodice clung to the firm 
mounds of her trim breasts. 

The two girls sipped their drinks while Norma calcul- 
atingly studied her lovely young guest. ‘Tou rest here 
now and finish your drink while I take a quick shower 
and change. I'll be right back.” 

As Susie lazily let her gaze wander over the neatly 
trimmed lawns and sedate gray buildings of the college 
community she was vaguely aware of the hypnotic sound 
of the shower in the background. Then almost as if by 
magic, Norma was back in the room and taking the 
empty glass from the tiny blonde girl. 'The brunette now 
wore a skin-tight leotard of black elasticized nylon which 
clasped her sleekly flowing curves from high on her 
thighs to the straps over her shoulders. The thin clinging 
fabric lovingly exhibited Norma’s smoothly firm athlete’s 
form and her sinuous flowing grace of motion. Her voice 
had a strange sensuous husldness as she spoke. 

“As your Phys Ed teacher, I tlrink you ought to take 
a hot bath now before you start driving home, Susie. 
Then you won’t be so stiff and sore tomorrow. You get 
ready and I’ll start drawing the tub right now.” 

“I hate to impose on you like this,” said the tiny 


blonde rising stiffly from tlie couch. “But I’ll have to 
admit that the idea of a hot bath sounds just about 
perfect. Between the tennis and the drink I’m as limp 
as a wet rag and about as forceful as a newborn kitten.” 

“Fine. So come on, my kitten.” And Norma-led the way 
into the bath where she started the hot water gushing 
anto a liberal dose of sweetly pungent batli-salts. A 
musky aroma arose and a thick blanket of soft foam 
^read over tire water’s surface. 

Susie stood by, waiting for her hostess to leave before 
she started to undress, but to her alarm, Norma showed 
no sign of giving her guest any privacy. Ant it was at 
this point that Susie began to learn that Norma wanted 
1:0 be more than just a casual friend. 

In the intimately lazy period while both girls recovered 
From their tempests of passion, Norma was inwardly de- 
* I .d that there was no trace of guilt or recrimination 
the attitude or words of the little blonde. Once again 
['Jorma’s predatory Lesbian instincts had enabled her to 
ind a delightful and willing partner for her twisted 
motions. The svelte brunette frowned slightly to herself 
IS a disturbing thought flashed through her mind. 

Was it true that little Susie was the ideal, the most 
)erfect lover that she had ever seduced into the joys of 
Japphic dalliance? Or was, it just her innocence and. the 
lovelty of conquest that made her seem so wonderful? 
Vould this liason last? Or would it just be another fleet- 
ig and temporary attachment like all the others before 
t? Only time wotJd tell. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Wlien tlie wonderful warn relaxation following tlieir 
passionate intimacies had been replaced by her normal 
need for activity, Susie got dressed in her regular school 
clothes for her trip home. Norma, \vitli no sense of shy- 
ness or modesty, had remained completely nude while 
helping her little blonde friend put on her undeiAvear 
and skirt and sweater, ahd carefully packed the used 
sportswear in Susie’s small bag. 

The inexperienced little blonde was thrilled but a 
little confused at what had taken place between them. 
But when the sophisticated Norma held her hands warm- 
ly and kissed her an affectionate goodbye, Susie knew 
that everything was going to be all right. Then wth 
mutual assurances tliat they would see each other tlie 
next day, Susie went down to her car and started the 
half hour drive to her home. 

On the road, Susie found herself hurrying, for her 
mother would worry if she was late for supper. Because 
she had driven the tsventy miles twice a day, back and 
forth to college, for severd years now, the familiar roads 
could not fully hold her attention, and she could think 
about what had happened just a little while ago with 
Norma. It had been wonderful. There was no question 
about that. The invitation, the bath and exciting massage, 
and the subsequent intimacies had been completely un- 
expected on Susie's part. She had never realized that such 
activities were even possible or available for her enjoy- 
ment. She had never dreamed that her body, imder prop- 
er conditions of acceptance and stimulation, could pro- 
vide such sensual thrills. But had their mutual caresses 
been equally spontaneous on Nonna’s part? 

It was hard to tell. After several years of very slight 
acquaintance with Norma, Susie had noticed that Ae 
glamorously svelte Phys Ed instructor has recentiy sesa- 
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ed to show a more active interest in her. Now that Susie 
thought back, tihere had been other girl students in whom 
Norma had shown considerable personal interest in the 
past. Had these others also been partners witli the at- 
tractive brunette in similar odd activities? Or was Susie 
the only one with whom the wonderful Norma had been: 
able to find a rewarding love? - 

Susie was glad that she felt no guilt. What had hap- 
pened had just been between two girls, so it was not 
really bad. As Mother had repeatedly and passionately 
explained to her, the really bad things, the frightening 
and disgraceful and painful things were what happened 
with men. The disgusting and animal things that happen- 
ed when a girl let a man have his way with her. Girls 
were more aesthetic and moral than men in every way, 
with none of the violent instinctive urges and passions 
that drove men to such terrible extremes. 

Modier had never even suggested the possibility of 
anything bad happening between girls, so such things , 
must be all right. If they were not Mother would cer- 
tainly have told her about it. For Mother was continually • 
warning Susie against the sins of the body, and especially 
about the evils and menace of men. 

In the sense of males and their relationships with fe- 
males, Susie had learned to think of the opposite sex as 
large frightening symbols of aggression. And her one 
experience along this line had amply confirmed Mother's 
expressed opinions. She had thought she loved Bradl 
Despite everything that Mother had drilled into her, 
Susie had felt herself strangely attracted to Brad Morri- 
son, the tall, good-looking young teacher at die local 
high school. And he had seemed to like her a lot, too; 

For some time their friendship had seemed to be ripen- : 
ing most satisfactorily, from Susie’s point of view, with ' 
no hint of any thing to be feared. In fact Susie even got 
to the stage of partially discounting her mothers incessant 



warnings, for it was very nice to brow that someone as 
solid and dependable as Brad Morrison liked her and 
thought she was important. In every way he deferred to 
her wishes and respected her strict limitations on their 
conduct together. 

But just after Christmas, several months before Susie’s 
initiation into the sensual possibilities of Lesbian love this 
afternoon with Norma, the whole picture had changed 
violently. All her sense of his protective affection and 
honorable trustworthiness had been destroyed in a wild 
eruption that horribly confirmed all of her mother’s most 
lurid prophesies of torment and doom. And it was all 
caused by Brad. 

He was a few years older than Susie, and during their 
first dates together she had enjoyed his company a lot. In 
fact Susie was disappointed that they were unable to 
go out more often. But Brad was taking graduate courses 
at night to get his Masters Degree, so he did not liave 
much time for social life, even with the exquisite little 
blonde. And as their friendship ripened Susie had not 
dared to mention it to Mother. 'The girl felt very guilt)' 
about being so secretive, but she knew that Mother 
would disapprove strongly of anything more than the 
most superficial and casual friendship with a man. 

Despite the continual warnings from her embittered 
mother, Susie had found Brad’s company reasuring. He 
was so big and calm and so certain of his goals in Life. 
AVhen most other young men were out drinking and 
necking and bowh'ng and all those useless acti\aties. Rrsd 
spent most of his spare time stud)'ing and preparing fee 
the future. With an advanced college degree, his in.-'.tne 
and his speed of advancement would both be inerease.'.. 
And all his students in High School not only liken bin' 
hut also respected him. He alwa\’s tried to be 'noner- 
standing and scrupulously fair, and tise kids knew nnn 
appreciated this. 




This break with their previous custom did not alarm 
Susie. The Silver Palm was a night-club and motel about 
half-way between State College and Indian Falls, where 
both Susie and Brad lived. The prospect of going there 
and dancing to a real orchestra was mildly exciting to the 
little blonde. And whatever Brad wanted to talk about 
must be very unusual and important for him to go to 
such an expensive place, 

“Ooooh. This is nice,” said Susie when they were seat- 
ed at their small table. ‘Tve never been here before. 
Have you?” 

“No. This is my first time, too,” replied Brad, looking 
around the partially filled room. “But I went through 
high school with Bob Ponci who runs this place now. We 
happened to meet in town a while ago and he asked me 
to bring my date out some time. I thought we could 
come here to celebrate.” 

"What are we celebrating?” asked Susie. 

Brad was about to answer her when there was a tall, 
lean, handsome man standing over their table. Susie 
looked up and saw a mass of dark waving hair sleeked 
back from a broad forehead over piercing black eyes. A 
large, thin, acquiline nose gave the )^oung man an ap- 
pearance of hawk-like vigilance and masculinity. His 
virile strength and intensity were modified by a broad 
grin of flashing white teeth as he warmly greeted Brad. 

“Brad, you old son-of-a-gun. It’s good to see you. I 
didn’t think you’d ever take me up on my invitation to 
^^sit this den of Iniquity.” 

"Hello, Bob,” replied Brad as he stood up. "And this 
is Susie Perkins. We’re doing a little celebrating.” 

'T’m delighted to meet you, Susie,” said the tall fas- 
cinating man as he bow^ with Continental courtesy 
to acknowledge the introduction. Then wth a com- 
manding snap of his Singers the suave manager sum- 
moned a waiter who had been hovering nearby. “Bring 



a bottle of our best champagne for Mr. Morrison and his 
guest, wth my compliments,” 

"Thanks, Bob. But that’s not necessary,” protested Brad 
in embarrassment as the waiter left. 

“If you and Miss Perkins are celebrating, you have 
to let me make a small contribution,” replied the mag- 
netically handsome manager, letting his astute masculine 
eyes appraise Susie’s petite feminine beauty. 

‘It’s awfully nice of you, Mr. Ponci,” said Susie earnest- 
ly. 'Tve never tasted champa^e before.” 

“Then I sincerely hope that you and Brad enjoy it as 
my part in your celebration,” answered Bob Pond, again 
bowing. “Now if you \vill excuse me, I have other duties 
to tend to. I hope to see you later.” 

As the manager departed Susie felt something deep 
inside her begin to relax. Only then did she realize that 
the looks and polished manner of Bob Pond had put her 
instinctively on her guard. His whole appearance and 
bearings gave him some sort of inescapable power over 
all women, including the naive Susie. And he was well 
aware of this power he had. Tire little blonde knew 
that she would have to steel herself against such a man 
and his strange hypnotic aura of masculine domination. A 
shudder of fear passed through Susie and she forced her 
attention back to her escort, the man in whom she was 
getting too interested. 

“By the way, Brad, just what is it that we are celebratr 
ing? You’re making such a mystery about it.” 

“I’ll tell you in just a minute,” replied Brad, fumbling 
in his coat-pocket. “Let’s wait till the champagne gets 
here, since Bob is being so generous.” 

Susie looked around at the other early patrons of the 
night-club and then the orchestra appeared on the band- 
stand. Just as they started up a slow dreamy number ftieir 
waiter appeared %vith the iced bottle of champagne. 
After showing the bottle to Brad for his approval, the 



waiter deftly opened it. A little was poured into Brad’s 
glass, then Susie’s was filled, and then Brad’s glass was 
fiUed, 

“I want to propose a toast,” said Brad with more 
earnestness in his deep calm voice than Susie had ever 
heard before. “Let’s both of us drink to a long and happy 
life for us. Together I !” 

"What do you mean. Brad?” 

“I mean that I want you to become my wfe. And 
starting right now, I want you to wear this to prove 
we’re engaged.” Brad’s big hand opened and he held out 
a tiny cubical box toward Susie. 

Bewildered by the unexpected turn of their talk, Susie 
took the box and opened it. Her eyes widened in amaze- 
ment and she gasped as a small but beautiful solitaire 
diamond engagement ring wanked at her from the satin 
cushion which held it. 

“Ooh, Brad. It’s lovely,” she whispered in awe at the 
unexpected solemnity of the occasion. "But I haven’t 
been thinking of you in that way at all.” 

“Tlien now is an excellent time to start thinking about 
me in that way and all other ways,” he replied, his face 
alight vrith pleasure and anticipation. He took the ring 
from its nest and gently placed it on the third finger of 
her left hand. "There. That will remind you' to think of 
me.” 

Then a shadow of fro^vn passed over Brad’s face. He 
still held her fingers as he asked worriedly, “You are 
going to say Yes, aren’t you Susie? You must know that 
I really love you.” 

His proposal had come so suddenly and so unexpect- 
edly that Susie was completely bewildered. Just moments 
before she was on a date \vith a man whom she con- 
sidered as just a friend. Even to herself she had not ad- 
mitted how strong was their attraction for each other. 
And she had not dared even hint to Mother that she had 


more than the most casual and unemotional liking for the 
big conservative fellow. But here she was now, sitting in 
a glamorous and vaguely sinister night-club, with an en- 
gagement ring on her finger and a serious proposal of 
marriage still ringing in her ears. 

"Oh, Brad. This is so unexpected that I don’t know 
how I feel. We’ve been friends, but tliis ring and what 
you said changes things so much,’’ murmured Susie, her 
eyes alternating between bis intense and hopeful face 
and the glittering ring on her finger. 

“Yes. 'Things are changed for us now,” he replied soft- 
ly. “Now we can start making plans for our future. Our 
life together.” 

A cold icicle seemed to stab into Susie’s heart. Being 
engaged naturally led to getting married. And marriage 
meant that she would be liwng with Brad, in closest 
intimacy. She would be his, and be forced to endure the 
terrible indignities which Mother was always harping on. 
Unmarried, Susie could keep her contacts with men on 
a safely superficial basis. But as his wife, she would be 
duty bound to submit herself to his demands. And 
Mother had persistently drilled into Susie the horrors to 
which a girl was subjected by the animal instincts of men. 

Brad’s big hands still tenderly held hers, and she 
looked up for reasurance into his gentle face. Somehow 
Susie knew that they were meant for each other, — that 
they were destined to be more than just friends. He had 
proved his afiFection and respect for her by his behaviour, 
over the past months, and by giwng her the exquisite 
ring which now encircled her finger. Maybe Brad was 
different. Maybe Mother was wrong in her continual 
diatribes against the vicious cruelty of all men. Susie . 
hoped so. 



CHAPTER THREE 

A little later that memorable evening, Bob Pond, the 
startlingly handsome and magnetically masculine man- 
ager of the Silver Palm nightclub, joined Brad and Susie 
at t})eir table again for a few minutes, ^^dule they were 
tlianking him for his gift of the bottle of champagne. 
Bobs quick eye spotted the new ring glittering providh 
on the third finger of Susies left hand. He congmtul.atod 
the couple and wished them happiness, but pri\'Stie-v 
he hungered for tlie delectable little blonde ann er.'':?’.' 
his former friend for having captured her for r.-s 
Then he silently shrugged his broad, fastidicn>..y ci-rr 
shoulders. Even the great Roberto Pond 
to van ever)' time. 

As Brad and Susie prepared to lea\'e the 
Brad was extremely conscious of the fact that Srsfe 
nol given him a definite answer on the barir 
of becoming his wife. She still wore the rirg- ren srs 
had absolutely refused even to discuss setting n ire fr: 
the wedding. Certainly she would want to grnirre rr~ 
college first, a matter of many months in fe frrrs- 
within Susie's mind and heart there stil! rrpe ■dfarr 
conflict between what she thought and she rr£ 

the dire foreboding precepts of her embitts-e£ — ~r-~ 

Susie was strangely quiet as they dro\'e tr-nr£ ^ — re 
There was no ardent exdtement and enthnsrism ~ 
disappointed Brad. He wasn’t really emeedrr - zht: 
thrilling intimacies from her, but at Isist ^ 
not appear worried and depressed. IVith the — ^ — 
tnang to find out what was bothering her. 
off the road into the small park overln r-ke-^ ^ 
and waterfall from which their tovoi of Indisr F£!h ^ 
its name. TJie evening was quite mild^ so her: “ ~ 
of the car to walk over near the lake. 

“Please tn' to give me some land of an answer rrr- 


Susie. You must know that I love you. And I hope you 

love me, too.” j 

“I like you a lot. Brad. You know that. But I dont 
know if I love you. And I’m all confused about whether 
I should marry you. There are so many things involved 
in marriage, and I’m not sure that I am ready for them. 
Or ever will be ready.” 

‘•What do you mean, darling? There’s no need for you 
to be afraid of me for any reason. I’d never want to hurt 
you in any way. You know that, dear.” 

Silently they sat down on a broad bench and looked 
out over the moon-lit, star-drenched lake. With reassur- 
ing tenderness Brad put his big strong arm around 
Susie’s petite body. As he drew her to him they kissed 
gently and Susie felt strange frightening sensations be- 
gin to seethe within her. Her mother had warned her a- 
gainst ever getting into lustful urges of her body, but 
Susie wanted the protection of Brad’s strength in this 
'’-.moment of upheaval. 

■ She snuggled against him in the enveloping stillness 
of the night. The small amount of champagne she had 
drunk could not account for the swirling warmth which 
was growing so alarmingly within her. Being close in 
Brad’s arms seemed the most natural and wonderful 
thing in the world. Why had Mother told her that such 
things were so awful and terrible? * ' 

Instinctively Brad held the tiny finger against him as 
his hands unconsciously began to explore fte delightful 
feminine curves so closely available. 'The thought that 
soon all her exquisite femininity would be his to enjoy 
sent wild thrills coursing through him. He was relatively : 
inexperienced in such things, but he knew that their love 
would be truly beautiful and mutually rewarding. Not ' 
the mere, furtive release of physical passions. He felt the 
diminutive female body of his fiancee coming vibrantly 
alive under the stimuli of their love and closene^. His 
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own masculinity was straining iiara against tnc Darners 
of convention and he felt liis passions surging higher 
and higher widi each passing second. A chill ran through 
him as he realized how near was ecstasy in space, but 
how far away in time was ultimate fulfillment. 

Susie could no longer ignore the demands of her heat- 
ed flesh. She must do something. Immediately, before the 
lurking evil of her base lusts dragged her into sin and 
punishment. Now she knew the dangers against which 
Mother was always warning her. If this was love, she 
must fight against it \vith all her remaining strength be- 
fore lewd carnal desires dragged her down into hum- 
iliation and disgrace. 

Susie thrust Brad’s arms aside and stood up. 

"I don’t feel well. Something is upsetting me. I’m go- 
ing for a little walk by the lake.” 'The confusion and lat- 
ent passion within her fiesh made Susie’s whole body 
tremble as she tried to walk calmly away. She’d make 
Brad drive her home as soon as she got herself under 
control. She didn’t dare trust herself anwhere near 
him now. 

Brad quietly followed her and in a moment they, were 
standing at the edge of the lake, hand in hand. He was 
struggling to keep his desires under control. Any attempt 
at unsanctioned joys right now might lose him a life-time 
of married ecstasy. His voice was quavering with repress- 
ed desires as he spoke. 

“Don’t be afraid of love, Susie. I’d never want to do 
anything to hurt you in any way.” 

The tiny blonde looked up questioninglv as she 
answered, “I’m terribly frightened. Brad. If this is Im/e. 

I never kmew how strong and overwhelming and almo<^ 
terrible it could be. Just kiss me. Brad, and then we’d 
better go on home.” 

She turned toward him for the e.\-pected kiss and Brad’ 
scooped her tiny form up in his strong arms. Their lip-: 



were welded together and he crushed her whole exquis- 
ite body possessively against his chest. Susies arms went 
naturally around his neck to insure maximum closeness. 
His arms arotmd her hack and under her thighs seem- 
ed the ultimate in protective intimacy for her. 

They could feel each others hearts pounding as Brad 
slowly carried her back to the bench on which they bad 
been sitting. Gently and lovingly he laid his burden down 
on the bench and sat beside her. The closeness of her 
beauty and the feel of h^ warm curving flesh in his male 
hands was almost more than he could stand. As he gazed 
in rapture down into her lovely young face, barely vis- 
ible in the soft moonlight, his hands still clasped her 
body at hip and breast. 

'"We must stop, Brad,” pleaded Susie, as much to com- 
mand herself as to order her partner. “All this is so new 
and frightening. I seem to be on fire all over from being 
with you. I can’t hold stiU.” 

Her writhings had slid her sldrt well up her smooth 
dainty thighs, and as one of Brad’s hands cupped her 
'I . breast his other hand found bare flesh above 
the top of her nylon hose. 

“Stop. I have to go,” said Susies words and mind, but 
her arms reached up to drag Brad down onto her quiver- 
ing supine form. Her own mixed feelings of fear and 
passion .were as confusing and fri^tening to the girl as 
the loving, threatem'ng presence of immense Brad above 
her. 

So far Brad had been able to resist the demands of 
his Urges. But this evidence of loving acceptance from 
his betrothed fiance broke the massive dam of his re- 
straint. With his mouth and one hand he held Susie 
helpless while his other hand prepared them both for 
the ultimate in carnal communion. 

He neither knew or cared whether her struggles were ■ 
caused by her passions or her attempts at defending" 
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How could he prove his regret and penitencei' 

Slowly he sat up and tried to console the wildly sob- 
bing girl. He tried to straighten her dress to preserve 
the ruins of her modesty, but she fiercely struck his 
hands away. He tried to tell her of his sorrow and shame, 
but she slapped him across his face with all her strength 
and he did not resent the blow or try to defend himself 
from it. She could not speak coherently but it was obvi- 
ous she wanted nothing to do wth him in any way. 

Minutes later they were both still sitting distraught on 
the bench. Susie’s sobs of shame, torment, and panic had 
somewhat cahned, but she stiU could not express her 
anguish of body and soul. To her surprise Susie found 
that she was blaming herself more than she was blaming 
Brad for the terrible holocaust she had endured from 
him. Mother had warned her that all men were by nature 
cruel and bestial. Susie had ignored this advice and had 
tried to enjoy love with Brad, so it was her own fault 
that she had been made to suffer so horribly in body and 
soul. But that any girl could willingly undertake to marry 
and partake in such activities as part of her expected 
duties was more than Susie could understand. At last 
she broke the wall of silence that separated them so 
completely. 

■“Please take me home now, Brad.” 

"Of course, darling. Anything you say. But please let 
me tell you how terribly sorry I am about what happen:, 
ed just now.” 

Susie turned to face him accusingly. "Why be sorry? 
Didn’t you expect to do that to me when we were 
married?” 

"Yes. But it 

Then dont talk about it. What happened was aw- 
ful enough, but you just make it worse by trying to ex- 
plain. Please take me home.” 

In utter silence they walked to the car and drove 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
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with her dreams and bodily yearnings: With Norma she 
need have neither moral regrets nor physical distress. 

Susie slowed down and turned into the driveway of 
her liome. She collected the two books and the big loose- 
leaf notebook off die seat beside her and skipped lighdy 
across the front lawn to where Mother was waiting , on 
the porch. 

‘Tou’re late, Susie. Is everything all right?” 

“Everything’s fine, Mother. I played some tennis after 
my last class. By the time I’d changed afterwards I was 
a litde late. But I didn’t think you'd worry since I’d be 
home by dinner-time.” 

"All right. Supper’s almost ready. But I do worry 
about you. Driving so far tivice a day. 'Tliere’s no tell- 
ing what might happen to you if something went wrong 
with the car. Men are so quick to take advantage of any 
girl in distress, you know.” 

. “Oh, that reminds me. There were two phone calls 
for you just a little while ago. Charlie Griffiths called to 
■ anfirm your date for this coming Saturday evening. He’ll 

■,;k you up here around eight. And that nice Brad Mor- 
rison called. He said he’d call back later to talk to you.” 

"Are you sure you’re perfectly safe going out with 
Charlie? He seems very quiet and nice, but you can never 
trust a man. Even the best of them are always out to 
use a girl if the chance comes up.” 

"I know, Mother. You’ve told me,” replied Susie. “But 
I’m sure I won’t have any trouble with Charlie. He’s 
never tried anything. He’s not the type.” 

“How do you know? All men are the same. And you 
should consider yourself very fortunate that you won’t 
have to depend on any man. With your college educa- 
tion you’ll be able to support yourself very nicely. You’ll 
never have to. submit to any man. You should be very 
thankful that I’ve been able to give you such a good 
start in life. You can be free and independent, — not any 
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man’s slave. You can be mistress of your oum soul. And 
body.” 

Tliere was a long silence following this pronouncement. 
Both women ate quietly even though their minds were 
active. WHien she had removed the dishes of tlie main 
course and brought in the dessert Susie asked quietly, 
“If you feel so strongly against all men and their baser 
instincts, Mother, why did you marry Daddy?” 

Mrs. Perkins flinched as if an old painful wound had 
been intentionally probed. She looked across at her lovely 
blonde daughter and then dropped her eyes as if in em- 
barrassment when she met Susie’s calm questioning gaze. 

“I suppose that under the circumstances it’s a natural 
question,” admitted Mother slowly. "And now that you’re 
all all groum up I guess you deserve an answer.” 

"Your father and I were really only married for about 
one week,” she began hesitantly. "And I can only thank 
God that it didn’t last longer. I don’t think I would have 
survived if it had.” 

“But why did you marry him in the first place if you 
kmew men were so brutal?” interrupted Susie as her 
mother paused. 

“Ignorance and family pressure,” answered her mother 
resentfully. “I’ll try to explain it to you so you’ll realize 
how much I’ve saved you from. You’ll never have to bar- 
ter your innocence and your human dignity. You'll 
always be free.” 

Again there was silence while Mrs. Perkins assembled 
the pieces of her life-stoiy' to be told to her child. In a 
way it would be good to have an ally in her perpetual 
struggle against a man-dominated world. But in another 
way it was humiliating to have to expose the sordid de- 
tails of her brief marriage. 

"My parents came from poor peasant stock in Europe 
and never really prospered here. As a child I led a veiy 
sheltered existence, protected by my father’s Old World 


ideas of proper activities for girls. When he died, after a 
long illness when I was seventeen,.my mother and I were 
left in desperate financial straits.” 

“How did you meet Daddy?” asked Susie. . ■ 

“He nearly ran me down with his car.' And I_was foolish 
enough to be impressed and over\vhelmed by his glam- 
orous uniform and his family money and prestige. The 
Perkins were a wealthy and prominent family in town, 
and their only son was home for a month’s leave from the 
Air Force before being sent back overseas to fly again.” 

“He was handsome, wasn't he?” said Susie. 'Tve seen 
the picture you have of him in his uniform with all the 
medals.’ 

"After almost hitting me as I crossed the street, he be- 
gan paying ardent court to me. Within a week after 
we first met, he proposed marriage. In my ignorance, 
Or innocence, I was delighted. Not only was I getting a 
handsome and wealthy husband. My marriage would 
also solve the crushing money problems which faced 
my mother and me. In any event, urged on by my 
worried mother, we were married in the local church 
just a week before he had to report back to the Air 
Force. It turned out to be a tragic mistake." 

There was a taut silence before Susie’s mother could 
go on. Now her manner showed militant defiance, in 
contrast to her previous sense of shame. 

“I told you I had led a sheltered existence and was 
cruelly uninformed on the so-called Facts of Life as they 
applied to newly-weds. I remember our honeymoon only 
as a series of horrible offenses against my defenseless 
body and all human dignity. From our wedding-night 
till the day, a week later, when he left to return to the 
war in Europe, he made incessant demands that were 
both painful and humiliating. If our marriage had lasted 
much longer I might have killed him as he slept in tem- 
porary satiation beside me.” 
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"And he was killed in the^war soon after that?' asked 
Susie gently. 

‘Within a montli after his return to duty I got a tele- 
gram reporting him missing after an air raid mission he 
was flying. But by tliat time I knew that I was going to 
have a baby, — his baby.” 

■ "You were sorry about that?” 

“I was them. It seemed to make my marriage irrevoc- 
able. It meant there was no escape from my husband 
and Iris terrible demands. But now I know that you were 
my reward for putting up with him for that andul 
week. And I have devoted my whole life to making sure 
that you will never have to suffer in body and soul to sat- 
isfy any man. You are not ignorant of what inen want 
and the price they demand from a woman when the}' 
marry her. And as for family pressure, I will fight with 
my life to keep you free of any man.” 

Tlie evening dusk had darkened as the two women 
talked over the supper table. Now it was quite dark, but 
neither mother nor daughter made any move to put on a 
light. Such words and thoughts as occupied them were 
best concealed imder the ctishioning gloom. The ^•m- 
pathetic communion between their frightened defiant 
souls was shattered by the phone. 

“It’s probably Brad calling you again,” said Mother 
dully, “l^diy did you and he break up last winter? He 
seemed so quiet and steady. You seemed to lJ}:e going 
to the^ movies vvith him occasionally.” 

"He’s a man,” said Susie abruptly. “Thafs whv we 
broke up.” 

She groped her way into the hall and picked up the 
telephone. “Hello?” 

Hello, Susie. This is Brad. I tried to get you earlier.” 

“Mother told me.” 

“I’m just calling again for the hundreth time to ask 
if youll see me. Anywhere and any time. I just want a 



;hance to apologize in person for what happened be- 
ween us that time.” 

“I don’t think there’s any need to talk about it. It hap- 
)ened, and that’s that. I shouldn’t even be surprised that 
t happened. Talking now can’t change anything, can it? 

“Maybe not, Susie. But my intentions have always been 
lonorable. Then and now. And the ring is still waiting 
or you whenever you change your mind. I still love you. 
: just wish you’d give me a chance to get things straight- 
med out between us.” 

“There’s nothing between us that could possibly be 
straightened out to suit you. You’re a man.” 

“You make that sound like an accusation or a dirty 
word, Susie.” 

“Well?” 

“I’ve said I’m sorry. And all I’m asking is a chance to 
change my terrible mistake into something really nice 
for both of us. A life-time of love for us. Together.” 

“No, Brad. Seeing you again would just remind us of 
something that I’ve tried to forget. I can’t really blame 
you for what happened, but notliing could be gained by 
rehashing it.” 

“All right, Susie. But I’m going to keep trying. Some 
day maybe youll be able to forgive me. I still want you 
to be my wife. I love you.” 

“Good night, Brad," said Susie and hung up the phone. 
CHAPTER FIVE 

Bob Ponci seemed to be all smiles and charming cour- 
tesy as he admitted the obviously feminine and nicely 
dressed young brunette to his private office at the Silver 
Palm night club. But behind his broad smile and gracious 
manner his shrewd eyes were taking in every significant 
detail of his guest. Nice face and hair. Lush figure and 
probably all real. Probably about twenty. Looked a little 
scared, and he could guess why she was here to see him. 
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She followed liim into tlie neat modernistic office, and 
gave a slight startled jump as tlie door clicked solidly 
shut behind him. Ponci indicated a chair for her, and 
then retired behind the large desk where he sat in polite 
attentiveness. 

"And what may I do for you, Miss ? ” he asked with 

assured courtesy. 

“Oh. O m sorry. I’m Cecile Reynolds, Cissie Reynolds, 
she said awkwardly in answer to his question. I was 
told to speak to Roberto, the manager here. Are you 
him? I mean ^16'?’’ 

"Yes. I am Roberto. And who suggested that you speak 
to me. Miss Reynolds?" 

“A - a - friend. Another student out at State College.” 

‘Indeed?” Ponci replied, and then let the silence 
lengthen. Now he was even surer of the purpose of her 
visit. But let her make the next move. In situations like 
this, always keep them on the defensive. That way he 
was always in control. 

VlTien it became obvious that the virilely attractive 
and poised man was leaving the conversation up to her, 
Cissy was at a loss on how to go on. Finally she blurted 
out in embarrassment. 

“I need some money. Quite a lot of money, for me. 
And my - my friend said that you might be able to help 
me solve my problem.” 

“Indeed?” repeated the suavely handsome dark-hair- 
ed man calmly. Then he asked, “How much money do 
you need? And what do you need it for?” 

The girl glanced at him and then lowered her eyes 
to study the wall-to-wall carpeting as a faint blush of 
shame and confusion tinged her face and neck. 

I dont really know just how much money I need. 
Probably around five hundred dollars.” 

Tliat is a lot of money,” agreed Ponci with all the out- 
u’ard signs of sympathy while he continued to study the 



girl with extreme care. "But tlirough the Student Employ- 
ment people at the College you should be able to get a 
part-time job and save up that amount during the next 
year." 

“But I can't wait that long. I need the money soon, - 
now. And I don’t want my family to find out about it.” 
“About whatF’ 

“Please don’t make it hard for me, Mr. Roberto,” 
pleaded the girl softly. Then she plunged ahead with her 
story. “I’m pregnant. And I need the money very soon. 
For an abortion.” 

“Tlmt’s too bad, Miss Reynolds. You have a very seri- 
ous problem, I agree,” said the dynamically handsome 
man. “But can’t your — your fiance help you out, some- 
how?” 

“No. And I wouldn’t let liim if he could,” replied the 
girl with anger. “He’s even more scared than I am. And 
after seeing him like this, I wouldn’t marry him if he was 
the last man on Earth.” 

“You have my sincerest sympathies. Miss Reynolds,” 
the assured man told her. "But how am I supposed to be 
able to help you?” 

"My friend at College said you could give me a job 
where I could earn the money I need quickly.” 

“Perhaps my abilities have been exaggerated to you, 
Miss Reynolds. MTio is this friend who referred you to ^ 
me?” 

Cissy Re)'nolds looked at the tall attractive man facing 
her for a long moment before she answered. Then she ; 
said, “June Melvin.” 

Oh, yes. I remember Miss Melvin quite well. And 
did she explain to you the type of employment she had 
here to earn the money she needed last year?” 

“Yes, she did,” replied Cissy in a voice so low that her 
words could hardly be heard. 

Again there was a long pause in the conversah'on, but / 



this time Pond broke the sUence. 
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“How long would it take?” asked Cissy, trying to be. 
calm and business-like in discussing a matter that made 
her whole soul and body %vrithe wtb fear and disgust. 
“How much would I make on • each ‘date’, as you call 
them?” 

“That’s hard to tell, exactly, my dear. You are a vef)' . 
attractive girl, as I'm sure you know. You would receive 
half of what the customer pays, plus any tips or Tuck- 
money’ he may give'you. If you will really try to co-oper- 
ate, and be available whenever needed. I’m sure that 
you can earn at least a hundred dollars a week.”, 

■ "Then I should have the money I need in about a 
month?” 

‘Trobably. And have you made the arrangements to 
spend tliis money?” . . 

“No. Not yet. I’ve only been sure that I had the prob- 
lem for the past week or so. The most important thing 
seemed to be getting the money. MTien I was sure I’d 
have it, I could plan spending it.” 

“If you’re interested, I may be able to put you in touch 
with a very reliable man who specializes in solving prob- 
lems such as yours.” 

“Tlie same doctor who took care of June Melvin?” 

“Yes. Did she like him?” 

“I hardly think you could say she liked him,” replied 
Cissy with a w'ry smile. “But he solved her problem wth 
a minimum of trouble, she says. When the time comes, 
maybe I’ll see him.” 

Having settled that part of their discussion Ponci turn- 
ed the conversation to more immediate things. “Have 
you decided to work here at the Silver Palm, the w'ay 
we’ve been talking about?” 

T have no choice. It’s the only way out for me under : 
the circumstances,” replied Cissy witli the doomed re- ' , 
signation of helpless defeat. "When do you want me to 
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“The sooner you start, the sooner you’ll reach yow 
goal,” said Roberto with a friendly smile. “If you could 
come back after dinner this evening I could probably 
arrange at least one date for you tonight. Then tomorrow 
and over the weekend you could really get started.’ 

"So, just like that. I’m in business in the world’s old- 
est profession. All right, Mr. Roberto. Ill be back later 
for my first ‘date’.” 

“I’d like to make a few suggestions. Miss Rejmolds. 
You’re free to take them or leave them, of course, but 
they may be of help to you in adjusting to your new 
job and in increasing your income.” 

"If anything can help me in any way, I’d like to hear 
about it,” said Cissy quietly. “This job, as you call it, 
isn’t going to be easy for me.” 

"Well, in the first place, don’t use your own name. 
That rvill help keep you from identifying with what you 
are doing, and will help prevent anyone else from identi- 
f)lng you by chance. But pick a name you will remember 
easily. Have you a middle name?” 

“Yes. Dorothy. But I never use it.” 

“All the better. \^niy don’t you become ‘Dottie’ for pur- 
poses of your work here?” 

"All right. What next?” 

“You are obviously young and your whole manner 
places )’ou as a college-type girl. Play up those qualities 
as much as you can. It will increase your value to most 
of your customers.” 

“How can 1 do that?” 

Dress the part. Right now you look like any attrac- 
tive. well-dressed young lady applying for a job or out 
on an informal date. But with low heeled sport shoes, 
ankle-socks, and a skirt with a tight sweater, you would 
look younger, definitely upper-class, and harder to <r«- 
R ear a minimum of make-np and keep your hair-do 


casual. In talking, show off your brains just, a little. 
Enough to impress Ae man, but not enough to scare him 
off. You might even let the fact that you are scared half 
to death show a little. It will make the man feel more 
of a man. And, after all, that’s what they are paying you 
to prove anyway.” . ; 

“I think I understand what you mean and I’ll try to 
follow Aroiigh on your ideas. I’ll be back later, about - 
nine o’clock. How shall I get in touch with you then?” 

“Just come in and sit at Ae bar, if it isn’t too crowded,” 
replied Roberto Ponci calmly. “Order a drink, if you 
want to, and teU the bartender you want to speak to me. 
Or a waiter, if the bar is full or busy. I’ll come see you 
as soon as I’m free. In the meanwhile, try not to be up- 
set. It won’t be as bad as you imagine now. And it will 
be all over in a couple of weeks. I’m sure.” 

The suavely vital Roberto held the door as Cissy start- 
ed to leave. She tried to return his smile but her tears 
were too near the surface to make the effort successful. 
She turned to walk away, but stopped in her tracks as be 
said, “Good bye, Dottie. Good luck.” 

CHAPTER SIX 

With his brief-case under his arm Brad walked slow- 
ly toward the exit. He’d stop and get a hamburger some- 
where while driving back to Indian Falls. Then an hoiu: 
of studying before he went to bed. He could feel his 
shoulders sagging with weariness and discouragement 
as he slouched toward where his car was parked. Was 
the perpetual struggle really worth it? 

Brad. Brad Morrison. You’re just the man to rescue a 
maiden in distress,” called a feminine voice at the build- 
ng entrance. 

Oh. Hello, Carol,” said Brad as he swung around and 
aw an attractive brown-haired girl hurrying toward him. 
^er smooth full face was flushed and her prominent 



)reasts jicrglev tautly within her snug sweater as she ran 
he last few steps. \\Tien she stopped right before him 
md loohed up into his face Brad had to keep pulling his 
jyes up from where her bulging s^veate^ heaved in proud 
display from her panting. 

“Am I glad to find someone I know’ from Indian 
Falls?” gasped the girl as she caught her breath. “I had 
\isions of ha%ing to phone Daddy to come all the way 
over here to pick me up,. And you can imagine how mudr 
that would please him.” 

“I’m going there right now,” offered Brad. “I’ll take you 
home. IMiat happened?” 

“I stayed over for supper and a meeting. .And then just 
as I started to drive home to Indian Falls my car got tem- 
peramental and stopped. I left it about a block from here 
and ran ov’er when I saw the evening courses were fust 
letting out.” 

"llTiat’s the matter with your car?” 

"llTio knows? All I know is that it won’t get me back 
home. ni let the garage wonw' about it in the moming 
if you’ll give me a lift.” 

As Brad helped her into his car and then eased his big 
frame in behind the wheel, he recalled Carol Brandon as 


he had known her at Indian Falls High School a couple 
of years ago. Even then she had a reputation for being 
pretty wnld, but her family’s wealth and influence effect- 
ively kept her out of any serious truble. She was alw’ays 
ver)’ popular and sure to be actively involved in any par- 
ties or proms. Always completely sure of herself in anv 


situation and aggresively determined to have fun. 

It w’as sw'ell of you to give me a lift. Brad,” she mur- 
mered, sliding over to sit close to him. “Let s stop at the 
Silver Palm on the w'ay home. I can huv ^.'ou a drink or 
so to repay your generosity.” 

"Hiat’s not necessary, Carol. After all, I live in Indian 
Falls, too, so you’re not taking me out of my way.” 


“Oh, come on. Don’t be stuflty. We’ll fust have a couple 
of drinks and dance. vWeH have fun and I can sign my 
Dad’s name for anything we want.” 

Despite his tiredness, Carol’s eager enthusiasm and vi- 
vacity made the idea appeal to Brad. He had been work- 
ing hard, and hadn’t had a real date since that terrible 
evening \vith Susie months before. The prospect of relax- 
ing and enjoying himself for an hour or so with this 
assured and attractive girl seemed like a real inspiration. 

“All right, Carol. You’ve convinced me,” Brad told her 
heartily. "But don’t be silly about paying for our drinks. 
ni take care of it.” 

As they drove along the dark highway. Brad was fas- 
cinated by her gay chatter and was increasingly con- 
scious of her feminine presence as her firm thigh pressed 
against his and her full proud breast was thrust against 
his elbow. His acute masculine need for sensual relief 
was further emphasized as Carol’s hand dropped as if by 
accident onto his thigh and stayed there. And to punotut 
ate her cheerful banter, her fingers kept gripping into his 
flesh till he could feel himself responding. 

Vl^ith all the light excited gaiety of her manner Brad 
could feel an ic}' hand clamp around his heart. By staying 
away from girls and their temptations, he could usually 
keep his primitive instincts well under control. But he re- 
membered with horror what had happened that night 
with little Susie when his passions had swept everything 
before them. He would take no chances on any possible 
repetition of anything like that. Carol’s casual intimacy, 
was probably only her way of being friendly in return for 
his driving her home. Brad would not let her teasing lead 
him beyond the point of no return. 

“Here we are. Come on, Brad. Relax and let’s have fun 
while we re here, said Carol eagerly. Her hand was grip- 
ping harder and higher on his leg and Brad feared she 
might become conscious of his reaction to her closeness. 



He parked in the dim lot beliind tlie Silver Palm while 
his body thrilled to Carol’s gesture and his heart pounded 
in fear for his own response. He switched ofiF the head- 
lights and was about to jump out when Carol reached up 
and dragged his face down toward hers. 

Their lips met in a fleeting Idss and Brad fought unsuc- 
cessfully for control of himself. As they drew apart Carol 
murmered clearly, “You’re a dear, Brad, to do this for me. 
I really appreciate it, and I’m glad you like me, too.” 

“What do you mean?" 

“Don’t try to kid me. You’re a big boy now,” giggled 
Carol, letting her hand again drop significantly onto his 
upper thigh. “But let’s not waste time out here. We’ll 
have a couple of drinks to get us really in orbit and then 
we can blast off.” 

Brad was be\vildered by her words and what they 
could mean, but he followed her into the bar. They 
perched on stools and had just ordered their first drinks 
when Bob Ponci appeared. 

“Good evening, Miss Brandon. Hello, Brad,” Bob said. 

“Hello, Roberto,” replied Carol. “You can thank me for 
dragging Brad here tonight. My car bogged down at col- 
lege this evening and he’s taking me home. But I insisted 
we stop here for refueling and fun.” 

“I’m glad. It’s good to see both of you,” answered Ro- 
berto courteously. Then he studied Brad with increased 
interest. Did the seemingly stolid and conservative fellow 
know what he was playing with? This girl was dynamite, 
any\vay you looked at it. Was Brad man enough to be 
able to handle her and all the potential problems she 
could represent? Roberto sincerely hoped so, for he did 
not want to get involved in any unnecessary trouble. 

By the time that their second drink had been served, 

[ Brad could feel himself relaxing. 'The memory of his last 
time here, wth Susie, had faded into a hazy unreality. 

I And his former fatigue had given way to a pleasant and 

i 


uplitting sense or eujuyuicui. jic uoi*v,cu 
there could be no question but what her body was 
pressed closer against him than was absolutely necessary'. ' 
But he loiew enough nof to, tahe her exciting intimacy 
seriously. He’d enjoy what she offered but .wbuld be very' 
careful not to let himself get out of control. As they re- 
turned to the bar from the dance floor. Brad glanced at 
his watch. 

“It’s after midnight, Carol. We both have a big day to- 
morrow so maybe we’d better move along.” 

“OK. Ill be with you in a minute'. Let .me powder rhy 
nose and 111 be right hack.” 

Brad paid for their drinks at the bar and then glanced 
casually around in the intimate dimness of the lounge. 
He was feeling much better than he had an hour or so 
before. The drinks and Carol’s obvious friendliness and 
lush femininity somehow made him relax and feel com- , 
pletely at peace with the world. The rhythmic throbbing 
of the orchestra in the background added hypnotically to 
his euphoria. Then his attention focused on a strange 
scene being enacted at the other end of the room. 

Carol and Bob Ponci were engaged in what seemed to 
be a vigorous argument. Carol was insisting on some- 
thing, while the tall handsome manager was trying to 
refuse her demands. Brad stood up and started toward 
them across the room. Ponci glanced over and saw him 
approaching, and seemed to admit defeat in his verbal- 
battle with Carol, Reluctantly the suave manager handed 
Carol something, and by the time that Brad got to them, 
they were both smiling in evidence of complete agree- 
ment. 

"Everything all right?” Brad asked. 

“Just fine, darling. Couldn’t be better, laughed Carol, 
and Brad saw a glint of excitement in her eyes. "Come 
on. We’ll get out of here. Good night, Roberto.” : 

She seemed to be almost dragging Brad by the hand as 
they left the nightclub. Then, instead of turning toward 


the parking lot, she led him in tlie other direction, over 
to the long line of dimly lit motel cabins. 

"Hey, Carol, The cars over that way.'’ 

‘1 know. But there’s sometliing over here I want you 
to see. Come wth me.” 

Surprised and vaguely protesting Brad followed the 
cheerful and excited girl. She unlocked the door to one 
of the cabins and pulled him inside. 

"Just wait here a second. Brad. I have something to 
.show you that I think you’ll like to see,’ and Carol 
stepped into the adjoining bath, closing the door behind 
her. 

Brad was completely bewildered by the quick sequence 
of unex-pected events. He noted that the Venetian blinds 
were all closed and a soft light coming from a table 
lamp. Being alone in this motel room with the excitingly 
vital and delightfully formed girl gave him wild ideas, 
but he kept himself strictly under control. He had gotten 
himself into terrible trouble once by letting his passions 
get the best of him, and he was not going to let it happen 
again. Especially not svith Carol Brandon. He hardly 
knew her, really, and he father was a very important per- 
son in Indian Falls, so Brad was going to watch his step 
very carefully. In fact, even being here, alone in this 
motel with her at night would look very bad, so he’d get 
her out of here and take her home as soon as possible. 
Just as Brad reached this conclusion the door to die bath 
clicked and he heard Carol’s strangely tense and eager 
v'oice. 

"Here’s what I want you to see. Brad. I hope you like 
it and know what to do.” Then the door swung open, and 
\rith the light from the bath behind her, and the soft 
sensuous glow from the table lamp illuminating her. Brad 
saw that she was completely naked and walking slowly 
toward him. 

He stood in shocked amazement, his eyes instinctively 
taking in ever)' detail of her long curving legs, her firmly 



rounded iiips, her slim waist, and her. boldly out-thrust 
breasts with their pink tips firmed into , proud erection. 
Her excited eyes and full-lipped moist moutli showed ho 
trace of shame or mode^— only pleasure at her success 
in startling Kim, an invitation for him to continue to the 
obvious and inevitable finale of the stark drama which 
she was initiating. 

Only when he felt her high taut breasts actually touch 
his chest, and her arms go up around his neck did Brad, 
accept the reality of what was happening. He dasped her 
smooth warm body against him with a force that drove 
the breath from her lungs. And as his hands gloried in the 
exquisite sensualness of her ardent nudity, his bps sought 
hers and fused in a kiss of superb rapture. 

The instant that Brad’s embrace relaxed, Carol’s hands 
were busy loosening his clothing. In their mutual eager- 
ness they fumbled and wasted time but each movement 
and caress was so thrilling and sensitizing that neither 
one of the couple resented the lost time. Carol squealed 
and giggled in excited anticipation as she found him 
ready for their coming intimacies. -Within seconds they 
were sprawled side by side on the bed, ecstatically em- 
ployed in fevered exploration of each other’s most inti- 
mate secrets, in frantic preparation for what must inevit- , 
ablv follow. 

With one hand and his hotly gasping mouth Brad stim- 
ulated and worshipped Carol’s full high breasts, teasing , 
the dainty pink nipples into erotic firmness. His other 
hand traced excited and exciting patterns over and 
around the steep tapered columns of her firm thighs. Her 
hips, buttocks, and flatly curved belly did not lack for his . 
fervent caresses while her hands aroused him nearly to 
the point of frenzy. They were working on each other 
with hectic speed and intensity, and then suddenly their 
super-heated flesh was conjoined in the ultimate close- , 
ness. 

Carols acceleration to moaning, heaving passion was 



so ST.v’ift, and Brad’s need for release after lon^ continence 
was so acute, that they never really got a chance to es- 
tablish a metered rhythm to the £nS act of their love 
making. Each sensed the other mounting rapidly toi^'ard 
ecstacy, and this spurred them both on toward rocketinc 
climax. It seemed that only for moments were their bod- 
ies locked together in total possession and engulfment. 
Then Brad felt his male passions erupting with staggering 
violence, and he knew that his release was sending Carol 
soaring into wildest ecstacy along with him. 

Then later they were I>'ing on the bed in temporar%- 
satiation, and Brad was trying to sort out the confusion 
that swirled uithin him. How had he e\’er come to be in 
a situation like this — so different from his usual plod- 
ding and conservative way of life? And how had he ever 
come to enjoy such exqiusite sensual pleasure with the 
rich and glamorous young Carol Brandon? 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

The sign on the office door said only, "William R. Bran- 
don, Attorney” in the most discreet and conserv'ali\’c let- 
tering, but that didn’t tell the w-hole stoiy by any means. 
In reality, the whole town of Indian Falls was run by de- 
’cisions and orders emanating from the sound-proofed 
private rooms %vithin. 

It was nearly noon of a bright Spring day whch was 
fairly typical of most days in the life of the political boss 
of the wiiole Indian Falls area. Big Bill was sitting calmly 
behind his big desk talking to a hca\y-sel man who stood 
with his hat in his hand as tliough about to be dismissed 
at the end of an uncomfortable inteiAicw. 

"Now get this into your thick head, and dent fo.-get it. 
Spencer,” said Big Bill Brandon wfth decerdve calm 
"Just because you’re Chief of Police in thi^ d>m> gc 
barging off on your own walhout orders ^ .’jt 
what you’re told, and only what ycc' 




club manager entered a few seconds later, lie was cor- 
dially greeted by Big Bill. "Hello, Bob. What’s tlie good 
news to report this week?” 

"Pretty good, Bill. Our gross is nearly a thousand bucks 
better than last week. And the profit margin is up, too.” 

“How does it break down?” 

“Just about the way you said it would, now that we've 
really got it rolling. Tlie main room and the food are 
gradually picking up, but nothing really big. But the bar 
business is way up. And were really going to town with 
the motel and the girls.” 

“Tliat’s right. Just like I expected. Men who come in 
for a girl will spend a wad of dough. Only the best for 
themselves and for the girl. Tliey waul to make like big 
shots to impress the broad before they f.ake her out to the 
motel for a quickie. It all ties together. Cut there’s one 
thing we can't forget.” 

“What's that, Bill?” 

“If the cUent is willing and able to shoot a big roll of 
cash, we've got to be sure to give him his money's worth. 
We want him to be anxious to come back for more. Soon 
and often.” 

‘Til go along with that. Bill. And with that in mind. 
I’ve been trying to upgrade our talent for the motel. 
Pretty soon we’ll have a really terrific collection of girls 
to choose from. All young and built and willing to co- 
operate all the way.” 

“How do you get them?” 

“Several different ways. Bill. Sometimes a guv Avill 
bring his own dame, and if she looks good. I’ll try to gel 
her on our string of available girls a couple of nights a 
week. Or some hooker will come in looking for a job as 
a waitress. If she has what it takes, I hire her and then 
show her how she can make out better by hu.stling her 
fanny than by dealing dishes off her arm. But the rc.ally 
best ones I’ve been getting from State College. 



"What? Yo! ^ „ - ^ 

dling it for dough instead of giving it away for free to 
their boy friends?” 

‘That’s right. And they’ve got looks, they’re all young, 
they’ve got class, and most of them really need the money 
it brings them.” 

"I thought all those college kids had plenty of dough. 
Like my Carol.” 

“Most of them do. But when some co-ed finds she's in 
a jam from giving it away to some guy, she doesn’t dare 
go to her family for the money to get rid of her problem. 
Her young stud hasn’t that Idnd of dough to give her, and 
she needs it quick.” 

"I get it. You let her work it out on her back. The same 
way she got in trouble. That’s a good system you’ve got 
running, Bob. And you’re such a lucky bastard, I suppose 
you demand a sample, a trial ride, from every damned 
one of them, too.” 

“No, Bill, I don't," replied Bob ruefully to his smiling 
boss. -1 keep my nose clean. That way the word gets 
around among the fast crowd at college that I can be 
trusted and will work with them to help solve their prob- 
lems without giving them a rough time. If I asked for free 
samples I wouldn’t get all the girls to work the motel, the 
way I do now.” 

"You’re being smart. Bob. I like to see a young fellow 
who can keep his eye on the main chance. Business be- 
fore pleasure, is always best. You’ll go a long way if you 
keep on like that.” Then Big Bill Brandon’s, manner 
changed as he asked seriously, ‘There hasn’t been any 
trouble with the setup there, has there?” 

“No, Bill, not a thing. And I keep my eyes open pretty 
well to prevent it. Have you heard of anything?” 

“Only that Spencer, the Police Cliief, Imovvs about be- 
ing able to get hot-and-cold-nmning-maid-service in the 
motel,” replied Brandon slowly. “Mayor Hargraves made 


a political speech to the Women Voters League, and 
promised to clean up all the funspots around here. Spen- 
cer took him seriously and was all set to raid the Silver 
Palm till I told him to mind his own business. It’s all 
fixed now, but I don’t want anything to spoil the nice 
arrangement we’ve got working. It’s easier to prevent 
trouble than to have to cure it after it happens.” 

‘Tou’re so right. Bill,” replied Bob Ponci. Then he 
drew a deep breath as he prepared to plunge into pos- 
sibly dangerous waters. “And that gives me a chance to 
bring up something that’s been bothering me,” 

’Tou want more money? A bigger cut of the fate?” 
“No, BiU. I’m satisfied with what I’m making for nov/. 
Vdien things pick up, I expect more, but I’m srira I wor/r 
have to ask for it. Not from you.” Again Bob paused Be- 
fore he continued, “It’s about your daughter, CamU 
“Carol’s quite a girl, isn't she?” hesmsd E.'s Hdl E.-an- 
don, swelliig with parental pride. Then his hrs'.tr 
wrinkled as he said, “But I didn't fccsr yee were inter- 


ested in her.” 

“It’s not that Bill ” said Bob hastily. "Its duat T 
want to keep us all out of trouble cf any - :r : .^r:^r^ 
how much Carol know.-s about our cetnz. I cn-nr: r.nr.c.e 
the situation, better vrith out stickmg suyrC'. '' r ..eu. •. — 
“Vhat in hell are vou talkir.g about.' dur-'-ncs-.u n-.g 
Bill Brandon- rising uu in ra^re froc: hs c-ss-r s.uu -es.u- 
ing fcTwsrd threateninsl',' ouer his cesir. ‘-'-■y ;'"yy 
know a domed thn:g about my c'xr.er.txr. ‘he vT 

ver Palm. Or with any* of the otr.gr sp^'-f 
around Indsn Fahs. VTcst in. heE h^s sre hem - - 
code -afe tmuHer 

‘C-ive it to m<=- 'trai'shL Fonci- Tei! rue ' ■ 


•'tcTT, szd ev5 






enmd- about CarrT. Ton know pn _ 

d '.'ua Isvc* ~~e. B’rt Cod hdp ■* : " • 





“Hon%' dees she c*iuse Smuble t!u're?“ 

“She orders rounds of drinks nnd then signs for tlsc-.n 
vith your name. She sometimes nmlccs cr.u'b: r.t the girls 
vho are working the motel deal for me. so that anyl'isly 
It the bar can know that wc have stids awiihible and .<he 
mows about it. That connects you with it. ttxs. She got 
nad at some couple at the bar, regular cuslonrors there, 
ind threw a drink all over tlie woman. Wlicn she resentesl 


,vhat she did, Carol told them she was your daughter, 
ind dared them to do anj'thing about it. They Inn en'l 
aeen back since.” 

“How much does she know about the girl deal?"' 

“I can’t tell really. But some of the fellows w'ho coiiu' 
there with her. come back a day or so later nnd try to gel 
bargain rates from me for some dame. It look.s like Carol 
knows plenty and talks too much. If that’s the way y<ni 
want it, that’s OK 'vitli me. But it looks like trouble, and 
I don’t want to get caught in the squeeze.” 

"How much docs Carol drink there?" 

“Enough. But she doesn’t get drunk, or pn.ss out, or 

^"^nything^dse? Don’t be afraid to level with me, Bol>. 
YouVe gone this far, so give me the rest, if there ,s any 

""“well I don’t know how to put this Boss. I know ho^v 
college kids behave and all that, but I feel funny talking to 
^he drl’s father like this, especially since J ivork for hm, 

•■Co on Let’s have the worst. . 

“Is it ail right Nrith you if Caro boirows one of thr 
otpl units for a while, and signs for itr 

Cre 'vas a strataed silence Ween 'k"'™ ^ "'I'- 

• rt each other across the desk Bli! B.. moon 

sat stanng a Uj-, 

was shocked at wna Kis C.iro! 

could he a mistake or tnck m it 

acting like a cheap fiooz)'. so t ; i 
about it. Aside from *e obvtoos It.- ■ - 


and political security, there was the very personal shame 
which she was bringing down upon them all. Coxild Bob 
Ponci really be telling the truth, or was it all a bad . 
dream? Or some terrible trick to destroy his power by 
hitting in his only sensitive spot? 

“Was she with some young college fellow?” asked, the 
older man, secretly praying that his child had found a 
real love and was just proving it before getting married. 

“Sometimes. But not always.” - 

“Oh, Christ!” The hardened politician’s hands clenched 
so hard that his knuckles showed white. His little Carol, 
no better.,than a tart. Acting like a bitch in heat. No won-- 
der she hadn’t been so close and confiding with him 
lately. And knowing that some of his wealth came from . 
peddling girls’ favors in what was little better than a com- 
mon whore-house. And using tlie same beds, herself. 

“Do you know any of the men? 'Tire ones she’s gone to 
the motel with?” demanded Big Bill, tom between bitter 
anguish and raging anger. 

“Not really. I’d recognize them if I saw them, probably; 
But I couldn’t be sure.” 

“Don’t give me that, damn you. Tell me the name of 
one man who’s had her. You’re not that stupid, Ponci. I 
want to kill the sonofabitch ^vitll my bare hands. Tell me 
one man, if you want to be alive this time tomorrow.” 

Big Bill Brandon was standing up, nearly crazy with 
shame and rage. His threat was no empty one, as Bob 
knew all too well. Bob realized where his loyalty lay, 
even if it mean sacrificing a former friend. He had to 
give the information. 

“Tlie only one I can be sure of is Brad Morrison.” He 
said calmly, and saw the insane light of hatred fade from 
Big Bill’s eyes as he found a target for his rage.- 

“^IIjo’s he? Some pimply Idd? Or a junior grade 
hoodlum?" 

“Neither one. Brad is a teacher at the high sdiool here 


in Indian Falls. He taught Carol there, and now he’s tak- 
ing graduate courses at State College for an advancol 
degree, so he knows her there, too.” 

“That’s a hell of a way for a teacher to be behaving 
with a student,” said Big Bill. 

"Don’t get me wrong. Bill. I’m all on your side,” Boh 
said quitely. "But Fve known Brad Morrison all my life. 
He’s a hell of a fine guy. One of the few I grew up with 
who turned out right. And 111 give it to you straight that 
I’m sure he wasn’t the one to suggest going to the motel, 
lou may not like it, but it’s God’s truth that Carol was 
tlie one who asked me for the pass-key.” 

Again there w-as a long silence as Big Bill stared at his 
companion, tryang to accept the hitter truth of wliat he 
had heard. And he also had to accept the fact that Bob 
Ponci had not told him to cause trouble, hut to avoid ft. 
Tlie worldly and handsome manager could not be de- 
ceived as easily as a doting father could. 

Finally Big Bill pulled himself together and took a 
deep breath. Facts were facts, and it was time to face 
them. Worrying wouldn't do any good. Tin's was a time 
for action. 

"I can’t say I’m glad to hear all this. Bob. But it’s bet- 
ter that I know since it’s happened. I want you to kcqi 
on just as before. Forget you’ve told me an\lhing about 
Carol. Don’t let on to Carol or to anybody else about 
what )ou Imow or what I know. I appreciate your level- 
ing with me, e\'en thougl) %vhat you’ve had to s.iy has 
been hard for me to take. I’ll sec you next week, as u'aial. 
,\nd till then, keep your mouth slug.” 

\M)en Bob Ponci had gone out. Big Bill sat wifii his 
head in his hands for .several minutes. He was f)vcr- 
whelmcd with shame and anger, hut he had long ago 
learned that such feelings were useless unless ncounpatii- 
ed hv appropriate actions to reou'cr from .a (cmpr.r.irs 



setback. Through the intercom he spoke to his secretaiy. • 

“Get me the Superintendant of Schools on the phone.” 

A few moments later Big Bill had his usual quiet confi- 
dence-inspiring manner as he said, “Hello, Harold. This 
is Bill Brandon. I’d like to get some information from 
you. WTiat can you tell me about Brad Morrison? Ill tell 
you frankly that he and my daughter, Carol, seem pretty 
interested in each other. I just want to find out what she’s 
caught. To see if she can keep it, or should throw it 
back. And 111 appreciate it if you keep my inquiry very 
much to yourself for the present.” 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Promptly at six-thirty that Saturday evening Charlie 
Griffiths’ gray sedan pulled up in front of the Perkins 
residence. The slender driver passed a comb through his 
wavy hair and surveyed the result in the rear-view mirror 
before he got out of the car. As he walked up to the 
front door he carefully adjusted the handkerchief which 
showed its edge in his breast pocket, and with fretful 
motions of his limp ^v^ists made certain that his shirt cuffs 
were properly visible in his jacket sleeves. 

"Good evening, Charlie.” Mother Perkins greeted him at 
the door. “Come in for a minute and sit down. Susie 
ought to be ready soon. I’ll tell her you’re here.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Perkins,” said the young man, sink- 
ing angularly into the proffered chair. "We don’t want to 
be late for the first show, you know. I understand it’s 
quite an inspiring picture.” , - 

“Hello, Charlie. I’m sorry to have kept you waiting,” 
announced Susie as she bounced gaily into the room a 
moment later. “Let’s get going so well see the new^eel 
of the first show. And, Mother, we’ll be sure not to be 
late.” 

As Charlie’s conservative gray sedan pulled away from 
the curb on their way to the movies, . neither occupant 



noticed a tlack convertible wliich began following them 
from where it bad been parked a few bouses up the 
block. The occupant of the second car was Norma Allen, 
the physical education instnictor from State College, who 
fust a few days previously had discovered the wildest 
ecstacy in introducing the naive Susie into the joys of 
exclusively female passions. Norma had tried to entice 
Susie back for another rewarding bout of Lesbian dalli- 
ance over the week-end, but Susie had insisted that she 
had to be home in Indian Falls. 

With the instant suspicion and unthinking jealousy of 
the Sapphic sisterhood, Norma immediately jumped to 
the conclusion that already her little blonde doll \yas 
being unfaithful to their secret and exotic love. Tlie ex- 
perienced and cynical brunette had driven all tlie way 
over from State College to spy on her beloved partner. 
Norma’s feelings were strangely mixed. She didn't know 
M'hetlicr she wanted the satisfaction of proving that Su- 
sie was cheating on their private and personal relation- 
ship, or whether she wanted to be assured of Susie’s con- 
stancy and fidelity to her girlish lover. 

But now she had definite proof, for she had seen Char- 
lie arrive at Susie’s home, and a few minutes later leave, 
with Susie as his willing companion. Now Norma’s 
twisted passions insisted that she follow the unsuspecting 
couple and check on all their activities for the evening. 
The she could have firm ewdence \vith whicli to accuse 
Susie next week. And after being convicted of unfaithful- 
ness, the little blonde would be even more subject to Nor- 
ma’s demands for sensual attentions. 

WHien Charlie parked near the movie theater, Norma 
was surprised, but still unseen, she managed to park lier 
own car and follow them into the theater where she got 
a scat with a good view of them from the rear. In the 
next two hours the suspicious brunette paid only scant 
attention to the drama being unfolded on the screen be- 


fore her. All her efforts were involved in carefully watch- 
ing every slightest movement and gesture of Susie and 
her male escort for signs of what they meant to each other 
and its possible results for Nonna’s plans. She was both 
surprised and confused when she coidd find no sh'ghtest 
hint of any feeling or affection between the couple even 
when a movingly romantic scene was portrayed in the 
picture. 

W^en the performance was almost finished, Nonna left 
the theater and waited in the lobby for her unsuspecting 
prey to emerge. With the volatile and quicHy shifting, 
emotions of all confirmed Lesbians, the brunette, having 
seemingly proven that Susie was not unfaithfiJ to her 
new-found love, could not wait to see her and bask in her 
company. Susie’s escort must not suspect that there was 
anything more than casual friendship between the t%vo 
girls, but at least Norma could enjoy the little blonde’s 
companionship and gloat over their shared secret. As she 
saw Susie and her date aproaching in the lobby, the 
worldly brunette feigned amazement at tlie encounter. 

“Well, what a nice Surprise! Fancy meeting you here 
like this when I was just going in for the second show.” 

“Hello, Norma. Did you come all the way over here 
'\from college just to see this movie alone?” Susie greeted- 
tier strange friend. She was glad to see Nonna but hoped 
that the brunette would not let on by even the slightest 
b'nt that they were more than acquaintances. “Oh, and . 
this is Charlie Grifiiths. Norma Allen.” 

Norma was startled at tlie clammy hand and weak grip 
which Susie’s companion acknowledged the introduction. 
And when she looked searchingly into his face, Norma 
found that he could not, or would not, meet her direct 
glance. Her fertile imagination immediately jumped to 
conclusions, and these thoughts were confirmed as she 
studied Charlie more thoroughly. 

He was dressed with exaggerated attention to fussy 
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details, she found. Ills hair was self-consciously wavy and 
a little too long. And as he stood diffidently in the lobby 
with the two girls, one of his legs was delicately bent at 
the knees while one of his hands rested petulantly on his 
hip with a gracefully bent wrist. Norma was willing to 
bet that if he became angry, Charlie would stamp his foot 
and shriek in exasperation. 

Having identiSed Charlie as a male counterpart to her 
owm distorted emotions, Norma could immediately relax. 
Susie must be smarter than she had thought. By going 
out on occasional harmless dates such as this, with a boy 
like Charlie, Susie could avoid any rumors about anti- 
social tendencies without having to contend with normal 
male desires and aggressiveness. Norma did such things 
herself from time to time to prevent the curious busy- 
bodies at State College from wondering about her emo- 
tional life. It was a smart cover-up for all concerned. 
Norma had suspected that there was a man somewhere 
in little Susie’s background. Such a perfect little doll 
could not hope to escape masculine attention of the crud- 
er sort forever. But if Charlie was Susie’s ‘man,’ Norma 
knew she had nothing to fear from the competition. 

"I’m not too keen on seeing the show,” said Norma, de- 
termined to turii the situation to her own advantage now 
that she understood it. “It’s much more fun to be with 
friends, anyway. Let’s all three do something together. 
How about a drink somewhere?” 

"Well, I don’t know . . .” said Susie doubtfullv, glanc- 
ing up at Charlie for his opinion. 

"It isn’t very late, but . . .” said Charh'e glancing hurrici- 
ly around for help. He forced himself to go out on cats? 
with girls every now and then in order to gi^'e at least 
an appearance of normality to his social life, but he 
want to spend a lot of monev' unnecesssiil^'. And fid? 
Norma person was quite alarming to 
kept staring at him with her knowing smile. Cnarlff was 



trv-ing hard to be like the other fellow^ but an}’thing 
novef or even slightly irregular during the course of his 
therapeutic dates immediately frightened hiiii. Why. 
couldn’t he have just been permitted to take Susie home 
now, without getting mixed up uath tlris other strange 
and aggressive girl? ■ . 

“Good. It’s all settled, then,” announced Norma, taking 
command of the situation. "Come on, you hvo. We’ll just 
hop into my car and go out to the Silver Palm for a 
drink. I’m parked just up the block a little way. We’ll be 
back in an hoiu or so.” 

Almost unwillingly Susie and Charlie allowed them- 
selves to be herded along by the dominating Norma. 
Charlie did not dare object to die suggestions for fear of 
encountering a situation which would make public his 
more or less successfully hidden deviation from the usual 
male patem of emotional orientation. And Susie -was de- 
lighted at Norma’s enthusiasm and attentiveness, and 
sure of the older girl’s discretion. Even the thought of 
going to the Silver Palm did not distress her, although it . 
had been the starting place for her terrible session of 
brutal assault at the hands of Brad. With Norma to 
handle things, Susie felt completely safe. 

As they passed the comer drugstore' on their way to . 
the car, the door opened and Brad Morrison strode out, 
bumping into Norma as he opened a pack of cigarettes 
he had just purchased. , ' 

"Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to . . .” he apologized 
to his unknown victim. Then he recognized Susie in the 
group and stopped in open-mouth surprise' “Oh, 
hello, Susie. I’m sorry I barged into your feends.” 

"Hello, Brad,” murmured die petite blonde in a fright- 
ened, barely audible voice. This was the first time she 
had seen or been close to Brad since the horror and trag- 
edy of her rape months before. Even though she knew 
she was safe here in the middle of town, accompanied bv 


her friends, she felt a knot of fear form within her in his 
overwhelming masculine presence. Tlien with an eCFort 
to comply with tlie social amenities, in spite of her panic, 
Susie continued, “This is Brad Morrison, an old — I 
mean, we used to be — well, I used to go out witli him. 
And this is Charlie Griffiths, and Norma Allen. Norma 
teaches Phys Ed out at College.” 

“Hello, Norma. Hello, Charlie,” said Brad, shaking 
hands firmly witli the hvo strangers. Then, \vithout being 
impolite to them. Brad’s attention was devoted solely to 
Susie as he said, “It's wonderful to see you again, Susie. 
I’ve missed you a lot.” 

“I can imagine,” rephed Susie, tom between anger and 
fear at this chance encounter. “And I can also imagine 
why,” 

“Please don’t be like that, Susie,” Brad begged with 
deep sincerity. "You know how I feel.” 

"Indeed I do,” said Susie as her anger and resentment 
won out over her first feelings of wildest fright. 

"Would you all come back in here and have a Coke or 
a soda for a few minutes with me?” suggested Brad, de- 
termined not to lose Susie again so soon, now that he was 
in her company again after all this time. With her friends 
-present, he knew that she could not give vent to her 
anger at him, but neither could she justifiably fear him. 
And maybe if he could stay with her, he could somehow 
prove that his intentions were honorable and that he was 
not the cruel monster she imagined him to be. 

Norma quickly sensed the tension that existed between 
her delightful little Susie and the big solid young man. 
So this was tlie virile male who was responsible for Su- 
sie’s fear of men? Even though she did not go for .his 
tj-pe, or for any man, Norma sensed his appeal for most 
girls. And she felt supremely confident of her ahilit}' to 
handle the present situation to her own benefit. Chzxlie 
certainh’^ represented no threat to her plans for Susie. 



anvi if she could rub Susie’s nose in the mess whidv Brad 
had endently made of their oii^na] mutupd attraction, 
it ivould sliCTgtheji die bond -wHdi now bound the two 
Sirk together. There was noUiing Mice the unwanted 
presence of an old love to cement e\-en tighter the new 
love. 

"That sounds like a swell idea,'* announced Nonna 
delnitelv. *But let's go out to the Silver Palm instead. 
We can get real drinks diere.” 

Hex proposal was greeted wth silence, but she would 
accept no opposition. She insisted that they all go in her 
car, and the four of them were on their way out of town 
before they could protest. Brad and Charlie were attmg 
in the back seat of her open convertible> so th-st Susie 
and she unuld not ha^•e their hair so mussed by the wind, 
she said. There, was no further conversation durintr fhe 
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ride, but strangely different thoughts buffeted the minds 
of the four riders in the following minutes of silence, 

Norma was gloating over her success in collecting this 
group. By eeposing Susie to Brad, the litde blonde would 
be farther frightened and alienated from him. Norma 
would contrive to put him in the worst posrible light, and 
would trs- to Snd out e-vactly what was the e\idently 
serious trouble between them. Charlie was an emotion^ 
non-ealits' in the picture, but would seem wonderfollv 
safe and harmless by comparison. By the end of this eve- 
ning, Susie would be a iriliing sla\-e to Normas deraate 
desires, a condition which Norma found escitin«;.. 

Brad dex-oted his time to seeking a wav to reinstate 
, himsdf in Susies good graces, now that fete had gi\*en 
him foe unexpected opportunitj- to see her and be with 
her. Norma snd Charlie were merelv unimpeutant ac- 
cesories, as he saw foe picture. The only important 
foing was to comince Susie that he really lox'ed her, and 
that foeir first attempt at physical intrmaev had been a 
horrible mistake on his part, one for which he would 




and if she could rub Susie’s nose in tbe mess which Brad 
had evidently made of their, original mutual attraction, 
it would strengthen the bond which now bound the two 
girls together. There was nothing like the unwanted 
presence of an old love to cement even tighter the ne\y 
love. 

“That sounds like a swell idea," announced Norma 
definitely. “But let's go out to the Silver Palm instead. 
We can get real drinks there.” 

Her proposal was greeted with silence, but she would ^ 
accept no opposition. She insisted that they all go in her 
car, and the four of them were on their way out of tovm, 
before they could protest. Brad and Charlie were sitting 
in the back seat of her open convertible, so that Susie 
and she would not have their hair so mussed by the wind, 
she said. There was no further conversation during the 
ride, but strangely different thoughts buffeted the minds 
of the four riders in the following minutes of silence. 

Norma was gloating over her success in collecting this 
group. By exposing Susie to Brad, the little blonde would 
be f^her frightened and alienated from him. Norma 
would contrive to put him in the worst possible light, and 
would try to find out exactly what was the evidently 
serious trouble between them. Charlie was an emotiond 
^non-entity in the pictiue, but would seem wonderfully 
safe and harmless by comparison. By the end of this eve- 
ning, Susie would be a willing slave to Norma’s deviate 
desires, a condition which Norma found exciting. 

Brad devoted his time to seeking a way to reinstate 
himself in Susie’s good graces, now that fate had given 
him the unexpected opportunity to see her and be with 
her. Norma and Charlie were merely unimportant ac- 
cessories, as he saw the picture. 'The only important 
thing was to convince Susie that he really loved her, and 
that their first attempt at physical intimacy had been a 
horrible mistake on his part, one for which he would 





tificd Brad as one of the occupants. 

“Hello, Brad. It’s good to see you here. And Miss Per- 
kin’s, too.” Then Bob’s sharp eyes saw that Susie was no 
longer M'earing the .solitaire engagement ring that .she 
had received there on the memorable evening months 
before. Was Brad’s engagement to the lovely little blonde 
all off? And s\’ho were the odd characters with them? 

"Hello, Bob. I don’t go in much for night-life. I’m 
afraid,” said Brad, feeling certain tliat after this hint, 
the manager would not mention that he had been here 
with Carol Brandon only a few days previously. His 
sudden and une.vpectcd intimacies with Carol had pro- 
Mded a much-needed relief for the demands of his body, 
but it had been an episode tliat certainly would not be 
repeated. And he didn’t want the incident to interfere 
with the possibility of his getting back together with 
Susie. She was much more important to him in every 
way, even though his only time of physical closeness 
with her had been so violent and terrible that it was 
still a horror to him when he could bear to think about it. 

"I’m glad to sec you whenever you can get here,” said 
Bob, non-commitally, taking Brad’s lead. "I hope you and 
your friends enjoy yourselves.” 

"Tlianks. Oh, by tlie w’ay, this is Norma Allen, from 
State College. And Charlie Griffiths, from Indian Falls. 
We can’t stay for long tonight.” 

Bob bowed graciously to acknowledge the introduc- 
tions, and he quickly jumped to surprisingly accurate 
conclusions about both the new' people. What w'as con- 
servative and solid old Brad doing with a pair of jokers 
like these? First he comes in with a four-star, diamond- 
studded hellion like Carol Brandon, and ends up in a 
motel room with her. And now with that cute blonde 
and two clow'ns from ^^^ay Out. ’Tire brunette w'as a dyke, 
for sure, even if she was really stacked, and dressed to 
show' it. And this Charlie character looked aw’ful close 



to being “gay/ Bob wouldn’t himself get caught alone 
m the Men’s Room with him, that -was for sure. was 
covering up what for who? And v;hy? 

Then a terrible thought flashed through Bob Pond’s 
mind for the first time. Big Bill Brandon had threatened 
to Idll Brad Morrison. And Big Bill was a roan to be re- 
spected if not feared in running things locally. If Brad 
was still alive,, mayhe Big Bfll had dhanged his mind. 
But Brad should be w’amed of his danger. Still smiling 
his best professional manner. Bob said, “By the way,. 
Brad. MTten you have a moment free, I have something 
in the office I’d like you to see.” 

“Sure thing. Bob. How about nov/?” replied Brad. He 
then excused himself to the others at die table and 
walked off with the manager. 

As soon as they were in the smartly furnished office of 
the night-dub. Boh spoke \vidi surprising seriousn^s, 
"Have you had any trouble, or heard from Big Bill Bran- 
don?” 

“The big political boss? No. I don’t e%'en Imcnv him. 
Why should I hear from him?” Then Brad’s mind flashed 
back to his wdid moments with Carol. He started to blush 
, as he asked, "You mean about Carol?” 

Bob nodded soberly and then went on. “I sure was 
surprised to see you with her last week. I know the 
crmvd she goes irith, and they're not quite your styie.^ 

"So I found out that lught,” said Brad. "But w'hat’s 
this about her father?” 

' "He seems to have found out about her, too, Snallv. 
And anyone she's been playing around with could be.fe 
serious trouble, from what I hear.” 

"But, honestly. Bob, I wasn't chasing her. Her car 
broke down over at State College and I just was-drivin?r 
her home after evening class. Stopping here, and what 
happened after that was all her idea. That doesn’t sound 
ver}' chivalrous, hut it’s true.” 




"I know. And Big Bill Brandon probably knows it, too. 
But he’s still mad, so be careful.” 

“I \yill, Bob. And tlianlas for the warning,” said Brad 
as he thoughtfully left the office and went back to the 
table he had left. 

During his absence, Norma had started her campaign 
of further alienating Brad from any emotional ties v.ntb 
her exquisite Susie. 

"Since we’re such good friends now, why didn't you 
tell me about you and Brad?” asked the sv'elte brunette, 
ignoring Charlie’s presence between them. 

"That’s all past and gone, long ago,” answered Stisie 
quietly. "I never expected to even see him again.” 

"\\niy? \Vhat happened?” asked Norma confidentially. 
"I already know so much about you, and how wonderful 
you are, that I feel I can ask you personal questions like 
this. You can trust me, Susie, dear.” 

"tVell, Brad and I were engaged once. At least he ga\'c 
me a ring and asked me to marry him.” 'Tlien Susie found 
that she could not go on. Her mind was sb'll too shocked, 
and her body still wanted to writhe and scream in protest 
at her disgusting and tcrrifj'ing experience wth male 
lust. 

“And then he assumed he had the right to use you to 
satisfy his masculine desires, III bet," said Norma s\Tn- 
patbetically. 

Susie nodded, and then murmured, “It was awful.” 

‘"Tliat’s too bad, darling,” said Norma, holding Su.sie’s 
hand to show her compassion. Tlien the slimly dark girl 
turned abruptly to Charlie who was trring to make some 
sense out of what he was hearing, and said harshly, \\n)y 
don’t you go to tlie Men’s Room and sharpen your roller- 
skates, or something. We want to make woman-talk and 
don’t need an audience.” 

Poor confused Charlie jumped at being so rudely ad- 
dressed, and rose without a word. Tliere was too m'-rli 



liappening tonight that he didn’t understand. It was bad 
enough that he was beginning to understand himself. 

Now Nonna’s nylon-clad knee joined her hand in 
gently caressing Susie in her misery. Sympathy and lov- 
ing kindness now would cement their love in its distorted 
defense against bruta.1 male aggression. 

"I can imagine how horrible it must, be to have to 
submit to a man. . They’re just beasts, thinking only oi 
their own pleasure. I love you much more than any man 
could, Susie. And I want to show it by giving you every 
possible pleasure. I want to give, dearest. I don’t demand, 
like some awful man. I^o needs them, anyway? I can 
do more for you and mean more to you than any man. 
We don’t need Brad, or Charlie, or that devilish mana- 
ger of this place, do we? We %vill always have each other 
to love, won’t we?” 

Norma glanced up and saw Brad approaching. "Here 
he comes now, but you don’t have to. be afraid of him 
any more. I’ll protect you, Susie. I’ll keep you safe and 
happy with my love. Our wonderful love, that is best 
when we can be alone together.” 

“Back again. Are we ready for another drink?” said 
Brad pleasantly as he sat down. There was no need to 
show the alarm that he felt at learning of Big Bill Bran- 
don’s anger at him. "What happened to Charlie?” 

“He went to the Men’s Room, I think,” answered 
Norma coolly. “You have another drink if you want; But 
1 won’t. I have to drive and take care of things.” 

In the Men’s Room, Charlie was still trying to get his 
world a little bit stabilized. He had gone into a cabinet 
and locked the door behind him so he’d have a little 
privacy with his whirling thoughts. Things seemed to be 
crowding in on him from all sides. What did Susie mean 
to him? Who was this Norma to come in and start giving 
orders to everybody? mat did he, Charlie, really feel 
toward tlie big solid masculinity of Brad? 


f>n 


Tlien Cliarlic became aware of otlier male voices talk- 
ing excitedly just outside his tiny private coll, 

"Man, Oh, Manll Wliat a ride tliat big blonde broad 
gives you. She sure has everything it takes, and knows 
just what to do %vith all of it,” said one unseen voice with 
eager enthusiasm. 

“I still like my little red-head best,” answered a second 
man’s voice. "She’s young. And she does what she’s told. 
And she’s smart, too. You ought to hear that girl talk. 
I’ll bet she’s going to college. Working her way through 
by doing this week-ends.” 

"Who gives a damn what she’s got between her ears?” 
asked tlie first voice querulbusly. “And if all you want is 
to hear some dame talk, you should be married to my 
wife. She sure can talk- plenty. But this blonde sure is 
stacked. And with her technique, she’s worth every bit 
of the fifty bucks for an hour. I proved that to her twice.” 

"Want me to pin a medal on your chest, saying you’re 
a real he-man?” asked the second voice sarcastically. 
‘Whatll we do now?” 

"Let’s go have a couple more drinks at the bar. We can 
look over the otlier talent, and maybe pick out the dame 
we want for next week. If you’ll be able to, by then,” 

"I can now, Jackson, But the bar sounds good. And I’ll 
go along with you about the high-class girls that are 
peddling it here at the motel. The price is high, but 
they’re really worth every buck of it." 

“You can talk plainer than that,” laughed the other 
man, and then the outer door closed behind them, leav- 
ing Charlie alone in his cabinet with his thoughts. 

“Girls. He-man. Peddling it.” The raucous words and 
ideas bounced back and forth in his mind. "Young. Really 
stacked. Does what she’s told,” 

Tliat was the answer to the chaos which was boiling 
within him! If he had a woman, he could prove himself 
a man, once and for all. That was his only possible escape 



from the fate which seemed destined to engulf him in 
its shameful meshes. He would buy die services of one 
of the girls that evidendy were available here at the , 
Silver Palm. That way he would be able to prove that 
he could think and feel and act like a m^. 

The turmoil within him began to quiet down, and pres- 
endy Charlie let himself out of his strange confession- 
booth. He carefully combed his h^ in Ae big mirror 
over the row of basins, 'and then made his way back to 
the table where the others were waiting. A few minutes 
later when they were preparing to leave, Norma made an 
issue of paying the check. She insisted that it was her 
idea and her party, so she thrust money at the waiter, 
indicating even further to Susie that she had everything 
under control and could protect her from even a feeling • 
of dependence on any man. Norma was both willing and " 
able to provide everything that Susie could want, but - 
especially in the matter of physical and emotional ful- 
fillment in the most intimate ways possible. . 

As the two couples passed the bar on their way out, 
a shrill feminine voice called, “Hello, Brad.” 

His whole group turned around in - answer as Brad 
recognized Carol Brandon coming toward him, a druik 
in one hand. Hastily Brad tried to present a harmless 
picture for Susie’s benefit. “Hello, Carol. How are tlungs 
going for you at college?” 

"Just fine. At college, and here, too. I’m reaUy doing 
fine. And the same to you,” she giggled gaily. 

Brad turned to introduce his companions to the - 
strangel)' uninhibited girl, but found that they were 
walking off toward the door. He was suddenly very glad 
die others had left, for Carol’s next words were,. “How ' 
soon utU I be seeing you again, Big Boy Brad? I’ll bet 
I have some more surprising things to show you.”. 

In terrified embarrassment Brad sought to escape. He 
started for the door, and half-whispered, “Let’s get to- 
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now, Oooci 


getber again soon. Sorr)', but I have to go 

niiAt, Carol.” , 

When he caught up wtli the others at the car, ^ 

tried to explain about tlie interruption. “Tliat was Carol 
Brandon. She went to Indian Falls High a few yjars ago, 
and she’s now at State CoUege. Susie, you and Nwra* 
ought to know her.” 

"I know who she is,” said Susie coldly. “And I know 
enough about her not to want to know her any betten 
That also applies to some of my odier acquaintances. 

Tlie ride back to Indian Falls was accomplished tin 
total silence. Each of the four was fully occupi^ wth his 
or her own thoughts, and Susie was snuggled up against 
Norma in the front seat for comfort and protection 
against the symbolic threat of Brad’s presence in the car 
wnth her. Norma stopped her car near the moWe theater 
and waited while the two men got out. 

"ni take Susie home, so you two won’t have to bother,” 
said Norma bluntly, and then drove off lea^’ing Brad and 
Charlie standing in the street. ’The hvo men looked after 
the departing car in amazement, and then turned to look 
confusedly at each other. Without a word they then 
drifted off to their o\vn cars to drive home. 

Even tliough it was not late, Norma insisted upon 
w'alking Susie up to her front door when they got to the 
Perkins home. Mother opened the door as they mounted 
the steps and looked rvith alarm at the unexpected guest. 

“\Aniat happened, Susie? are you so late? Where 
is Charlie?” demanded the worried woman. 

"Eveiy-thing’s aU right. Mother. Right outside the 
theater after the show, we met Norma, and we’ve been 
wth her ever since. Tliis is Noma Allen, a friend of 
mine from college. She’s die one who has helped me so 

much wth my tennis recently," explained Susie as the%' 
entered the house. ^ 

I m delighted to meet you. Noma. And I’m so re- 



lie\'ed that there was anotlier girl witli Susie when she’s 
out so late at night. You never can tell what might hap- 
pen, and I worry so about Susie’s safety' when she’s wtli 
a man.” Motlier was going on at a ^eat rate, now tliat 
she was sure of her daughter’s welfare. “I know tliat 
Charlie seems harmless enough, but you can never trust 
any man. Not witli an attractive girl. And especially at 
night.” 

"Please, Mother. Try to calm down. You don’t want 
Norma to think you’re an old worry-wart, do you?” pro- 
tested Susie. 

‘Tm sure Norma appreciates my feelings,” said Mother 
Perkins, smiling at the newcomer. Then her expression 
instantly turned to one of outrage and alarm. “But how 
is Norma going to get home tonight. I won’t permit her 
to drive all the way to State College alone when it must 
be nearly midnight. I just wouldn’t feel right permitting , 
it. She \vill have to stay here for the night.” 

Norma started to protest that she wouldn’t think of in- 
conveniencing them, but was careful to let her objections 
be over-ruled by tlie militant older woman. 

‘Tm sorry that we haven’t a guest-room for you,” apol- 
ogized Mrs. Perkins. “But I’m sure you two girls can be 
very comfortable in the twin beds in Susie’s room.” 

Norma pretended to accept the imitation reluctantly 
but deep inside her heart and body thrilled at the pros- 
.. pect of spending the whole night in the same room as the 

-autiful little blonde doll. After the emotional strains of 
the evening, Susie was certain to be very receptive to 
any and all of Norma’s planned intimate attentions. 'Tlie 
trip to Indian Falls was turning out to be even better 
than Norma could have wished if she had been able to 
plan it in advance, 

'^Vell, it’s getting later all tire time,” announced Mother 
Perkins imaginatively. "We’d all best be getting to bed.” 
And she led the way upstairs. 


Once l])e two girls were dosed in Susies daintv fem- 
inine bedroom, Norma took the little blondes Jjands and 
looked deeply into her eyes. Wlien she saw the seeds of 
acceptance and ecstasy, waiting to be aroused into sen- 
sual fruition and climax, Norma smiled in jovous anti- 
cipation. With ardent intensity, she spoke to lier tiny 
lovcr who was still a nodec at Lesbian techniques. 

"Fate must have meant us for each other, dearest 
Susie, Look how it has tlirown us together and offered 
us this unexpected opportunity to show what we mean 
to each other. We won’t give you a perfumed hath to- 
night. It might disturb your motlier. Just let me make 
love to you in my own way, and show you how roallv 
beautiful you are and what wonderful pleasure voui 
lovely body can give you.” 

Susie nodded her agreement, for her heart was too full 
of excitement and unspoken questions to allow her to 
speak. Without furtlier delay Susie quickly stripped off 
the skirt and sweater which covered her trimly ciirnng 
body. Norma’s voice had continued to express her love 
for Susie and extoll the consummate beauty of her form. 
And then, clad only in a tight white leotard, Nomia 
stood before her eagerly waiting partner in Sapphic 
joys. 

Tlie slimness of Nonna’s supple athletic waist was 
emphasized by the firmly rounded curves of her hips 
and buttocks. And the almost animal fen'or of her moist- 
ly pouting lips and feverishly sparkling eyes gave final 
proof of her eagerness to bestow carnal worship upon 
the trembling body of her nearly innocent convert. 

Norma’s words were as effective as her acts in arous- 
ing Susie’s slumbering passions. Nonna watched n.s. wit!» 
grace and gestures, Susie removed the dress and s ip 
from her frail and lushly cun^ed body. Tiicn. a ter ; or 
ma’s reassuring words and firm orders again.sf an\ ec 
ings of modesty, Susie unsnapped the bnr^tuic s u 



brassiere which cupped her creamy, pink-tipped bosoms. 
When Susie’s hands started up to cover Aose glorious 
hemispberesi Nonna’s protests were effective. : 

Then Norma lightly, kissed Susie on the lips, in promfee 
of further delights to come horn the dainty perfection 
of her love. With Norma watching adoringly, Susie re- 
leased the tihy garter-belt that encircled her waist, and 
then delicately ^ew off the gossamer nylons that sheatli- 
ed the exquisitely formed limbs. Now vdth Norma’s 
words of love preventing any possible protest, Susie slow- 
ly and deliciously slid the tiny panties down over her 
hips, down the curving length of her legs, and off over 
the diminutive feet. From her pose of worship Norma 
could now survey and adore widi her eyes every superb 
detail of the little blonde’s naked body, and she had 
Susie turn slowly before her so she could . savor the dainty 
perfection revealed in all its passionate sensual beauty. 

Slowly the exotic ritual of physical excitement con- 
tinued as Norma led Susie, half hypnotized by anticipa- 
tion and desire, over and had her lie down on one of the 
beds. Norma, still wearing her leotard leaned down so 
that their trembling lips met in a long and slowly more 
impassioned kiss. 

Norma could no longer waste time with talking, but 
the incoherent moans and sighs of sensual pleasure were 
ample proof of joys being received by the little blonde. 

A Such passion could not be long endured and it was not, 
but Norma had one more Sapphis rite to perform, with 
the hope of getting Susie to follow through with similar 
reciprocal stimulations. 

Trembling from the reactions within her. own heated 
tissues, Norma changed her position beside Surie. Susie 
was nearly insane with the new and sensitive sensations 
being imparted to her seething flesh. Then both souls 
soared together again into moaning sobbing climaxes of 
sensual release. 


It must have been nearly dawn before Norma finally 
crawled across to the other twin bed to get a few homrs 
sleep before Mrs. Perkins came to awaken them. 

CHAPTER TEN 

Usually Big Bill Brandon was a man of instant deci- 
sions and vigorous actions. But for the first time in many 
years he found himself afraid to attack a problem. For 
many reasons he would have to do something about the 
behaviour and attitude of his daughter, Carol, but. he 
kept finding excuses for putting off the day of reckon- 
ing wth her. She was his only child and his most prized 
possession, and he could not bring himself to bluntly ac- 
cuse her of the foolish, dangerous, and immoral acts 
which he was convinced she was guilty of. Much as he 
hated to admit it even to himself, Big Bill knew that Bob 
Ponci had not been lying about the things Carol was 
doing. 

Carol’s actions were potentially very dangerous to her 
fatlier. Such loose talking and indiscreet behaviour 
could easily bring financial ruin down upon the small 
feudal empire he had built up. And Big Bill might end 
up in jail, disgracing his daughter and ruining her 
whole life. And how could she be expected to love and 
respect her father if she knew he was associated with the 
call-girl business and with gangsters? 

But the worst part was the terrible disgrace and repu- 
tation that Carol was bringing on herself. If she had the 
morals of an alley-cat, how could she expect to fim'sh 
college, get a good husband, and become a respected 
member of the community? If she kept up her present 
way of life everyone would soon know about it and her 
whole future would be ruined. Even if he was able to 
boy her anything she wanted with his ill-gotten gains, 
and leave her plenty of money when he died, she would 
never be able to live down the reputation she had pain- 


ed by her foolishness in, being' so \vild now. 

After worrying about this family problem during most 
of one sleepless night, Big Bill knew tliat he had to do 
something about it right now. Before it got any \yorse . 
in any of the many possible ways. He rose and. dressed 
early, and knocked on Carol’s door before he heard her 
stirring. There was a . vague grumbling murmur from .1 
within so he pushed open the door and entered her 
bedroom. ' 

In her restless sleep Carol bad kicked off all die covers, 
and lay on her stomach with her head and arms snugg- 
ling her pillow. Her gauzy exotic night-gown had slid up 
nearly to her hips so that her long and delightfully curved 
legs were exposed as they sprawled in abandoned relaxa- 
tion before her father’s eyes. Big Bill’s gaze could not 
leave her superb body, but finally he shook himself and 
spoke abruptly to her. 

'Wake up, Carol. I’ve got to talk to you about a couple 
of things.” 

“Nfmmmmff,” responded Carol, nuzzling, deeper into 
the pillow which she was hugging. 

“Come on, Carol. Pull yourself together, , girl,” snapped 
her father. “I haven’t all day and this is very important. 
And you’re due at college for classes pretty soon, aren’t 
you?” 

Carol opened one eye to stare at her father, and then 
closed it again as she snuggled the pillow and stfetclied 
languorously. Big Bill realized that he was looking much 
too long and too hard at his daughter, but he could, not 
help himself. What a body she had! Long powerfully 
slim legs, tapering thighs, firm rounded hips barely fcov- ,, 
ered by her diaphonous nighty, slim waist, and the hint . 
of a burstingly full breast showing beneath one out- 
stretched arm. The land of voluptuously young form 
that. would drive any man crazy \vith desire. And from 
what he’d heard, she must know what to do wth it. Big 
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Bill boiled inside to think that she , 

away indiscriminately to those 

to those arrogant young hoodlums, and to a high-scho 

teacher. , , . , 

He reached out and slapped her hard across the bu - 

locks wth his hand. “Come to, Carol. Snap out of it. 1 


want to talk to you." 

Carol jumped up to a sitting position, and Big Bill 
laiew that he had struck her too hard, harder than he 
should, but not as hard as he wanted to. The blow had 
been part parental punishment for her misbehaviour, 
part a means to awaken her, and part an expression of 
masculine power over an exciting woman. 

"Cut it out, Dad. That was too hard, dammit. It stings,” 
protested the girl, pulling the sheet up across her body 
as she realized how exposed she was. “Now what’s all the 
uproar about? Why couldn’t it wait till tonight?” 

“Because you’d probably be out helling around again 
tonight, like you usually are,” replied her father. Big Bill, 
felt more at ease now. With Carol’s' superb femininity 
concealed beneath the sheet, he didn’t have to keep his 
mind on where he was staring. 

“Since when did it become a crime to have some fun?” 
demanded Carol irritably as she tried to rub the sleep- 
iness out of her eyes and yawn away the cobwebs. 

"When your ideas of fun get out of control,” replied 
her father seriously. “When you’re heading for trouble.” 

WWiat’s that meant to mean? It’s too early in the mom. 
ing for me to like riddles.” 

Chief Spencer of the Indian Falls Police was in t( 
see me, said Big Bill. He wasn’t going to reveal the 
true source of his information. That was always foolish in 
any situab'on. But Carol would want to know how he 
had heard about her carryings-on. Let Chief Spencer take 
the blame for squealing on her. 

"So what?” mumbled Carol rudely. “I hope you told 



about these personal things with his daughter whom he 
idolized. At least he now had something definite to go, on. 

“Wlien I went to college, Carol, I had to work hard. But 
I’ve heard a lot about how you college lads nowadays are 
expected to do a iot of helling around and wild parties 
and stuff like that,” began Big Bill, awkwardly. “I feel 
funy talking to you about such things. But I want to 
make sure you’re a good girl. That's so important for 
your future. And you know I want all of the best for you.” 

Carol nearly choked, and had a hard time keeping 
back her smile at hearing these trite moralizing things 
from her father. If he only knew! But thank God he 
didn’t! He’d really raise hell if he everi suspected. She’d 
better soft-soap him a little more and give him a little 
more eye-wash to keep him satisfied. 

"But what if a girl really knows she’s in love?” she 
asked with pretended modest shyness. "Brad Morrisor 
is so big and masculine. And works so hard preparing 
for his future. His wife would have a wonderful positiof 
here in Indian Falls, and every chance for security.” 

\Vhat Carol was telling. him about this Morrison fel 
low agreed completely xvith what Big Bill had leamec 
from the Superintendent of Schools and his other sources 
Maybe Bob Pond’s story of Carol’s activities was exager 
ated. If the girl was really in love and wanted to many 
the guy, he didn’t have to be too hard on her, even if she 
had jumped the gun a little in the matter of permitting 
him intimate pleasures before marriage. Any man would 
Svant her, and if she wanted it too, it was probably all 
right, Big Bill decided. And he’d better get this interview 
over with for now. They could continue it later, — some- 
time when Carol was fully dressed and not in bed. 

“Are you sure you really love him, Carol?” he asked, 
eager to be convinced. “I wouldn’t want you to marry , the 
wrong fellow, you know.” 

Tes, Daddy. I think he’s wonderful. And I’m sure the 



faltoE is mutud," tepUed Carol, trying to conceal her 
true tcelings. Brad was all right, and might even mahe a 
good hosbmd. she decided to herself. He d he fun some- 
toes. and easy to fool when she felt lihe straying for- 
ther afield to greener pastures in her incessant search 
for new thrills. No one man could satisfy her insatiable 
appetites for constant and ever wilder sexual activities, 
she knew from experience. But to keep out of trouble, it 
might be nice to have him 'to come home to sorhetimes. 
And an anchor to windward in case she ever happened 
to get pregnant by mistake. 

But basically Carol knew that she didn’t want to marry 
anybody now. She’d pretend to talk about it with her 
father, to calm him down for now, but fiiat was all. 

Td like you to introduce me to young Morrison, 
dear, since you are so interested in him,” concluded Big 
Bill, easing toward the bedroom door. “And please don’t 
do anything that could endanger your future. Even if 
you’re in love with him. I want everything to be right 
for you, Carol. You’re all I have, you Imow.” 

As soon as the door closed behind her father, Carol 
jumped out of bed and pulled her nightgown off over 
her head. She stood naked in front of the full length 
mirror on her closet-door and excitedly watched as she 
ran her bands sensuously over her body. Her thighs, her 
hips, her flatly curved belly, her taut waist, all quivered 
under the stimulating caresses she gave them. Then she 
stood boldly erect, her hands cupping beneath her lush 
breasts, her feet slightly spread, and stared at her image 
as she remember her plans for the coming evening. Who 
could ever be satisfied wth one husband, even a big 
specimen of maleness like Brad Morrison, when there 
were so many other thriUs to discover and enjoy? 

As Big Bill Brandon went downstairs where his break- 
fart was waiting him, he felt a little relieved. The session 
W ceHaMy as he had expected 1 “ 



that Ponci was probably a lot nearer the truth about 
Carol than he, her father, dared get. But he’d be able to 
stop worrying about her soon. (3nce she was safely mar- 
ried off to this Morrison, then she’d become her hus- 
band's problem, not her father’s. And meanwMe he’d 
follow through on his original.plan and have a talk vnth 
Brad Morrison. But now it would be a friendly chat, 
with his future son-in-law. Not a wild, raging, threaten- 
ihg inquisition with the only man he was certain bad 
seduced his beloved daughter^ Big Bill sincerely hoped 
that Brad would turn out to be man enough to keep 
Carol under control once they were married. She was 
really something to try to handle. Not only in the matter 
of her superbly exciting body. But also her quick mind 
which enabled her to %viggle out of any adverse sibiadon. 

It was the middle of the morning when Brad was sum- 
moned from his classroom to the office of the Superinten- 
dent of Schools. This official was as confused as Brad as 
to Big Bill Brandon’s interest in the young teacher. The 
superintendent liked and admired Brad, both personally 
and for his effective hard work and dedication to his pro- 
fession of teaching. And similarly the superintendent had 
no illusions about Big Bill Brandon’s position in the com- 
munity. Brandon had power locally, every conceivable 
\kind of power. When Big Bill wanted something, it was 
' one. And anybody who tried to oppose him was sure 
to get hurt in the scuffle. The fact that Big Bill’s pppori- 
ents might be both legally and morally in the right did 
not prevent them from losing to the political boss. So how 
was the idealistic and dedicated Brad Morrison mixed , 
up with the cynical and powerful Big Bill Brandon? 

“Hello, Brad. Sorry to haul you out of class like this, 
but I just got an important message for you,” said fte 
Superintendent. “Mr. Brandon just called me, and he 
wants to see you in his office as soon as you can get 
there.” . . 



Brad felt a shiver of anxiety and fear shoot through 
liim, “Big Bill Brandon?” he asked. “D — d — did he say 
what it was about?” Bob Pond had warned him that the 
politician might be almost literally gunning for him, on 
account of Carol. But to do it openly, through the of- 
ficials of the school system, didn’t seem right. 

"Well, he sort of hinted at it when he called the other 
day,” replied tlie superintendent. "But he asked me not 
to talk about it. You’ll find out soon enough right from 
him, I tliink. All I can say is tliat you’re an awful lucky 
young fellow. Now get going. Big Bill doesn’t like to be 
kept waiting.” 

As Brad drove to the Brandon offices, he was more 
confused than ever. How was he lucky, as the Superin- 
tendent had hinted? Just because Big Bill wasn’t going 
to have him killed for being intimate with his daughter? 
But the politician certainly wouldn’t have revealed that 
to the Superintendent. And there had been two separ- 
ate phone calls about him. 

Brad was immediately admitted to the inner sanctum 
of the political boss, and Big Bill rose genially to greet 
him. "Hello, Morrison. I’m glad you could come over so 
soon. I’ve been wanting to meet you.” 

"Hello, Mr. Brandon,” said Brad carefully, shaking the 
proffered hand firmly. "I was surprised to get your mess- 
age.” 

"I’v'e been hearing some things about you from sever- 
al friends of mine, so I thought it was time we had a little 
talk.” 

"What sort of things?” asked Brad guardedly. “And 
from whom?” 

Tin's was hardly the way an outraged father would 
greet the man who was meant to have seduced his daugh- 
ter. Could Bob Ponci ha\’e been VTong? Or was Big Bill 
so smooth an operator that he was just subtly warning 
Brad off, if he wanted to stay healthy. He’d play it very 


cagey arid see what came up. . > , , 

"Let’s not go into that quite yet. Let’s get to know 
each other a little, first. I’d like to call you 'Brad’, and 
most of my friends call me ‘Big Bill’. Now tell me a little 
about what you do and what your plans are for the fut- 
ure in general. Maybe I could help you jump over a few 
hurdles along the way.” ' . 

"Tliat’s very generous of you, Mr. Brandon. I mean 
‘Big Bill,”’ said Brad with quiet appreciation. If the 
politician wanted to be friendly, that was fine. Brad 
figured. And any boost from this influential man would 
certainly be very helpful in advancing his career. 

Briefly but honestly Brad sketched out his past in terms 
of his educational and teaching experience. He explained 
liow he was now working for his Master’s degree by tak- 
ing evening courses at State College, and that eventually 
he hoped to get his Ph. D. degree, which was almost es- 
sential if he was going on into administrative work in 
the teaching profession. 

Big Bill Brandon listened attentively all the while that 
Brad was speaking. The outlined schedule was so differ- • 
ent from his own approach to successful living that the 
politician was fascinated by the novelty of it, even 
^ ' hough he could not imagine himself in the same pos- 
ition. The younger man was a real square, right in the 
same class as most of the menial men whose livelihood 
depended on Big Bill’s decisions. He was even worse that 
the Mayor of Indian Falls, and the Police Chief, for this 
Brad Morrision didn’t even realize that there were angles 
to be played and deals to be made and underhanded 
ways to get things done. But the, teacher was a big, nice 
looking young fellow, and his naive honesty would make 
him an ideal husband to insure Carol’s future happiness. 

“What you’ve been telling me sounds as if you were 
coming along nicely on your long-range plans. Brad,” 
said Big Bill smoothly. “But tell me about what you do 
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for fun. And what about your ideas on marriage and 
fhing.s like that?” 

Brad glanced up quickly at his questioner and then 
answered with guarded honesty. ‘AWtli my full sched- 
ule of teaching and studjnng, and my very limited finan- 
cial resources at the moment, I haven’t dared do much 
thinking about my personal life. Eventually I expect to 
get married, of course. I even have the girl picked out. 
But I'm afraid that will have to wait.” 

Brad paused for a moment, thinking how hopeless was 
his chance of ever getting wonderful little Susie to con- 
sent to be his wife. His one moment of wild, unthinking 
violence w’ith her had probably ruined all that. But he 
could still dream and hope for the miracle which would 
bring them back together again, the way they really 
ought to be, as loving man and wife. 

"And as for having fun and an active social life now, I 
can’t afford either the time or the money,” Brad con- 
tinued realistically. ‘The time I brought your daughter, 
Carol, home from State College and we stopped at the 
Silver Palm, was about the only time I’ve had a real date 
for months. Being both a student and a teacher keeps 
me pretty busy, but I hope it %vill pay off eventually.” 

"I’m glad that you mentioned Carol,” said Big Bill w'ith 
obrious interest. “She’s quite a girl, isn’t she?” 

"Yes, sir. I guess you could say that,” replied Brad in 
confusion at this new twist in the conversation. Had all 
this talk been leading up to the expected threats against 
him because of that one night? 

“Carol’s mv only child, and like any father. I’m con- 
cerned \viih getting the best for her,” said Big Bill wth 
unaccustomed feeling and sincerity. "And that means that 
when .she wants something, I go all out to see to it that 
she gets it. and that it’s the best.” 

Big Bill leaned back in his chair and looked dream- 
ily at the ceiling as he continued. It was wonderful not 



to be fightiDg someone to grt' 

said that she was in love \ntii , &is‘ feDo^^IHe :w^.^ 
shrewd and a^esave/hnt he -woutt -inake 
husband for -(^ol and insme Kef futiire'Tsfec^ 
happiness. And the young fellow had dvCT'l^saidjfh’at li 
had his future wife aJI picked out,‘but woul4have;to,wa 
tin be could afford to support her prc^p^y. , Welh";: 
Carol aiad this Brad Morrison really wanted 
Big BiH Brandon would make their dreaxns {oome ;tTO 
And make sure that young Morrison got to where he wa 
aiming for much quicker than he expected. ' ^ \l 'y. 

Because Big Bill was gazing at the cefling, he did h< 
notice the amazement and horrified alarm that passe 
across Brad’s face as the politician outlined the chang< 
he intended to make in Brad’s schedule. 

"Well, young fellow. I’m never one to put obstach 
in the path of young love. Especially when my daugl 
ter is involved. Carol has told me about being in Im 
with you, and now I can see how she is so impresse 
with your solidness and hard work. And you've hin’tS 
that you already have her picked out, too. You cm 
expect me to approve when you and Carol disappear ini 
one of die motel cabins at the Silver Palm to prove hoi 
much you love each other. But I was a yoimg rfellm 
once too, and I know how the boys and girls like tp5ge 
together in privacy sometimes. As the fatfier of th^Jgiii 
I should be wanting to shoot you, but since you twp'jari 
all set to get married, I can’t get too upset. In factrtip 
arrange to speed up the date of the wedding. No\v 'whB 
do 3 mu think of that?” 

Big Bill now beamed magnanimously at Brad,titii 
mistook Brad’s expression of surprise and horror foiidn 
of pleased amazement. ' - 

"W - w - what do you mean?” blurted Brad " 

"Don’t panic, young fellow,” admonished sBigt/^il 
benevolently. ‘Tm not getting myself all in nW.'inirii!!' 



just because I know you and Carol have Ix-cti doi.w a 
little cheating. You bvo kids love each other, and thnt% 
the importairt thing witli me. Any father should thiufc of 
his daughters happiness first, and tliat’s what I'm doir.g." 

You don't understand. 
Weve only , Brad sputtered. 

'^top trying to Idd me. Brad. And nmv that I'm nrne. 
tically your nesv father-in-lasv, don’t forget to call me ‘Big 
BiB’. Were going to be good friends. Ju.st wait till 
hear how I can help you. And so he helping Carol at d)e 
same time.” 

Suddenly Brad realized that now was not the time tf» 
tiy to disillusion the influenh'al politician about the re- 
lationship between himself and Carol Brandon. Some- 
thing would have to be done, but now was not (he (fnie. 
It could only result in an es'cn worse misunclerstandiiifi 
all aroimd. 

"Tlie way I see it is this,” said Big Bill, again stiidving 
the ceiling as he voiced his plans. Tou and Carol an- 
nounce your engagement immediafel}’. TTiat would sUrji 
any nast}' rumors or stories from being circulafr-:']. Tiifn 
in a couple of months, sometime this cemi-ng r!;.'rjrn<~r, 
you could get married in a big cc'rerr'mv. gtj •},/. 
trimmings. I can afford the best for Car;>!. so e"! rve!';- 
do it up brosm, s\ith brides-^nas'd* srd r.L'rr.p'zr.'^- -,.'d 
a reception and all that stu?.” 

“B — b — but I don’t want ’ S-rr; 

lessly. 

Tlie best is none too gocc for sr; rsrrr.j.j:-; 
have to do is relax and enf-rr '‘tz-z. - r r. . " r'.’ 


magnammously. 
for his daushter. 


Anyncr. Cl” - 
but listen t: r;; 
new Junicr HIsgi Schoc! wnT cs ■— 
her, and I car. fix ft so trat 'Ui 



you put on the town payroll,, as some Imd of a consult- 
ant on student ctiniculum. You won’t have to do any- 
thing but collect the pay every month. 'Hien next year. 1 
can pull some strings and get you an honorary Ph. D. de- 
gree from State College. That \^1 boost your sdaiy 
some more. Then we can get you into local politics. And 
within five years we can have you in Washington or some 
other big job. With your background and reputation 3 
can really put you and Carol way up there. And fast.’ 

Brad was completely stunned by what he was hear- 
ing. Whatever he had been expecting at the start of thi: 
interview, it certainly was not.this. He had no doubts bui 
what Big Bill Brandon could accomplish all that he had 
been talking about. But Brad didn’t want it at that price 
Brad still loved Susie, and had no intention of marrying 
Carol Brandon. Even \vithout her reputation for rvildness, 
he didn’t love her. And she certainly didn’t really love 
him, no matter what she had told her father. 

"Well, I’m sure glad to have had this chat with you! 
Brad,” Big Bill was going on. T fbink Carol’s a liidky 
girl to have gotten you. And I Imow damned well that 
you’re a lucky guy to have got her and all the things that 
I can do for the pair of you. Now, run along. Brad. I’m a 

asy man, and I’m going to be even busier now working 
out the details of your future. Come out to the house for 
dinner wth Carol and me soon, and we can talk, somd 
more and get all your plans squared away.” 

Big Bill Brandon stood up, indicating that the session 
was over. He shook hands heartily wth the still bmvild- 
ered Brad, and then let him out by the back door. As 
; Brad slowly left the building, he could’ only be sure 
that no amount of influence and money backing him 
would make it worthwhile to give up Susie and many 
Carol. 

Or would it? 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

VHien Cissie RevTiolcls reported back to tlic Silver Palm 
nightclub later that first evening, there were so many 
things for her to worry about that she hardly knew wlicro 
to begin. She had taken Bob Ponci’s suggestions about 
her appearance, and was liying to remember all the 
things she was meant to do to soften the blow "of the 
terrible project on which she was embarking. 

She entered the bar and was heading for an emptv 
scat when she heard a familiar voice behind her say. 
“Hello, Doltie. I’m glad you decided to come back." 

At first she paid no attention, but suddenly she real- 
ized that the man was addressing her by the name she 
had assumed for her new job. She .spun around and 
found Bob Ponci smiling encouragingly at ]jcr. Cis.sic 
tried to make herself smile back, Init she Imcw it was 
not completely succesful. Tlic strikingly handsome man 
held out bis band,' and without being intentionally rude. 
Cis.sie could not ignore the gesture of friendliness. 

“You don't have to be afraid of me, Doltie,” he as.sur- 
ed her kindly. “If you step over here for a minute. I’d 
like to talk to you.” 

Cissie obediently followed him to a comer near the bat- 
cbeck booth, where they could ba\'C complete privacy 
from being overheard, but not appear to be engaged in 
anything .secret. 

“Smile, Dottie, as if we were friends and I had just 
offered to buy you a drink. As a matter of fact, I am your 
friend while you’re here. I want to avoid trouble as much 
as you do. And as for drinking, you may have one or 
-two if you want to, but don’t t.nke any chances on having 
too many, even this flirt time. Tlinl’s the surest way to 
get yourself in even deeper trouble than uui are 
He paused and looked her over with casual .appraisal. 
Then he went on, “Ynn’rc done a good job o. flaring 

\ _ 


up on my suggestions'. Now Fd like to make one more. 
Okay?" . . ■ , . 

Cissie nodded dully, hardly able to realize that she was 
being so calm and listening so casually under, the circum- 
stances. Here she was on the verge of selling herself like 
a cheap prostitate, and yet she was behaving as if it was 
just another date. No, not a cheap prostitute, she correct- 
ed herself. A very expensive one, she hoped, for it was 
only for the money that she so desperately needed that 
she was doing it. . ; . 

“My suggestion is one that will help you get the most 
out of this deal with the least wear and tear on you, I . 
think. When you are with the men who are paying for 
your services, try to do exactly what they want. Do no 
more and no less. Forget what you may like, and even 
forget what you may think of the man personally. Just 
do what he wants and youll he all right. And try to re-, 
lax a little, both now and later. And remember, no mat- 
ter what happens. I’m on your side, and you can’t get. 
any more pregnant.” 

Cissie glanced up at him and almost smiled at this, 
strange source of consolation. In a way it was very as- 
^ suring to know that this bizarrely handsome and dom- 
’• mating man was her ally. “What do I do if I see some- 
one I know here?" she asked. 

“Pretend you don’t see or recognize them if possible,” 
Ponci advised her. "If they recognize you, pretend you 
are in a hurry to get back to your date, or to the ladies- . 

■ room, or somewhere. If there is ever any question about' • 
your date, just explain that he’s an old friend, or a friend 
of your family’s, from back home.” V, 

Cissie digested this for a moment, nodding that she 
understood. Then Bob said gently, "There’s a man in 
the bar who has asked for a young, classy girl. He wants 
her as soon as possible. I’ve been stalling him, hoping 
you’d come back. Shall I introduce you to him, so you 
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can get started on your new job?” 

Cisie’s eyes widened in fright, and she glanced fur- 
tively around as though about to run for safety. Then 
she realized that she could leave here any time she want- 
ed to. She was here of her own free ^vill, even tliough the 
conditions causing her presence were almost the worst 
imaginable. She took a deep breath of determination and 
looked Roberto Ponci in the eyes as she nodded again. 

“He will pay a hundred dollars for a couple of hours of 
your time now, which will put fifty dollars, at least, into 
your emergency account. He has been here before, and 
there has never been any trouble, even though I don’t 
know his particular ideas of fun. Well, Dottie, let’s go.” 

As Bob led Cissie into the bar, he was still chatting 
wth her. Cissie tried to concentrate on what her escort 
was saying, and thus avoid having to think about what 
she was committed to now. “There’s a wall switch just 
inside the door of each motel unit. This controls the 
light outside the door. That light should always be left 
on. If ever you get into real trouble, just switch that 
outside fight off, and someone will come to your rescue 
quickly. But only use that signal if you find things are 
really out of control." 

Tliey were now at a table in the bar, and Bob Ponci 
was saying, "Here’s the young lady I was telfing you 
about Jeff. This is Dottie. Why don’t you two have a 
drink and get acquainted? I’ll be back in a few minute? 
and see how you’re maldng out.” 

Cissie sat down in the chair which the man courteous- 
ly held for her, and tried to smile as she looked over the 
man who was to be her first cfient, or customer, or \m- 
tim, or whatever he should be called. He was nice look- 
ing and well dressed, and Cissie %vas surprisai to fed 
that he seemed in many ways e-tactiv hiri cf her 
parents’ friends. He was in his forties cr so. srd ctrrlouslv 
able to afford the best, whether in cr fz fenale 



companionship. 

“Roberto has excellent taste, I find, Dottie,’' said Jeff 
wath a quiet smile.. "What would you like to drink while 
we get a little acquainted. Name it and its yours'for the 
asking.” • .... 

“Rum and coke is what I usually drink,” said Cissie. 
“Even though it doesn’t sound verv' snoot}'.” , . ’ 

“The perfect drink for a young girl like you,” said Jeff, 
signalling a waiter and placing their order “And I, find 
it hard to believe that I am so luck)' as to make your 
acquaintance like this. There’s no doubt as to the pur-, 
pose of our being introduced, is there?” 

Gissie Re)'nolds’ alert mind automatically jumped back 
to his words of seconds before. “Name it and it’s yours 
for the asking,” she repeated lightly as she tried to ad- 
just herself to this strange situation. 

She didn’t even know his name, and she had only, 
met him just now, but whenever he wanted to, probably, 
in only a few minutes from now, she would be indulging 
in the most wonderful and terrible intimacies wth him. 
She had never thought she would be doing anything like 
that with anyone unless she was beautifully and wholly in 
love with him, but now she was committed to do it irith : 
a total stranger. Actually he didn’t look too bad, but any 
man would look awful to her right now. She was for sale, 
and he was about to buy her. Or at least buy the use of 
her body for the evening. Then something that Roberto 
had said a few moments before, popped into her head. , 
The suave swarthy manager had casually remarked that 
he did not know this Jeff’s particular ideas of fuii. _ . 

WTiat did he mean by that? Was there more than one 
thing a man could want from a girl when he purchased 
her services like this? Cissie had done that thing, and , 
was now buying her way out of the results. But what ff: , 
this Jeff wanted something different? Roberto had. said 
that she should do whatever the customer wanted. Sud- 
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denly a possible variation on tlie age-old gjmiasbc 
flashed into her mind! But he couldn’t exi^ect her to do 
THAT! She’d never even considered doing it wth the 
boy she thought she had loved. And how could she mahe 
herself do it with this stranger? 

Just then their drinks arrived, offering a distraction, or 
Cissie might have leaped up and run for her life. In- 
stead, Jeff raised his glass in a gesture of a toast and 
said lightly, “May God bless and keep you, Dottie. I’m 
glad I can afford to,” and then sipped his drink. 

Cissie tasted her drink, more for something to do than 
because she thought it would calm her inner turmoil. 
Tlien she realized that the Dutch Courage which the 
drink could give her might help her through the horror 
of the next few hours. Alcohol does not solve your prob- 
lems. But it can make having those problems less tragic 
for the moment. If she could get through this first ex- 
perience as hired whore, maybe the next ensuing times 
would not be so bad. Cissie took a deep gulp of her drink, 
a gesture which did not go un-nodced by the watchful 
Jeff. 

\^^hat a perfect girl this Dottie u’as for satisfying his 
special tastes, Jeff mused to himself. She did not look any 
older than about sixteen, with her snug sweater o\'er her 
high young breast, her loosely waved hair, and the 
of muted lipstick which seemed to be her onlv mai-e-cr. 
He had noted her as she walked toward him 
Ponci, and the adolescent shoes and anJde-sccfcs emrha- 
scizcd her extreme youth. And the wav her lime rams- 
hips twitched witli each step under her shcrt skirt A 
doll, and all his for the taldng. She locked cn me 
of panic or tears, and tliis exdted Jeff even mcr^ Affenm 
she was frightened at his male demiraifer. ever 
she really knew what he would male her cc. The ime- ' 
dred dollars that Pond was asfers: was ffme 
wanted to pay, but this exgu^e £±f wkc real's: af- 



most like a helpless child, would be weE worth it He 
could feel himself respondmg to her appeal already. Why 
didn’t Ponci hurry back, so they could get out of the 
and into the motel room? . 

Presently the manager reappeared at their table arid 
Cissie was not sure whether she was glad to see him or 
not. His arrival annoimced the beginning of the. end for 
her, but at least there would be no more of this terrible 
uncertainty of waiting for the end to come. Bob Ponci 
smiled his professional smile at both of them and bridged 
the awkward gap by saying, "While you’re in the Lathes’ 
Room, Dottie, I have something to discuss with Jeff. 
We’U see you when you get back.” ' , 

Cissie rose and walked away, so she did not see any 
money change hands, but when she returned, Jeff was 
eagerly waiting for her. She could feel his hand on her 
elbow trembling as be guided her out of the bar and led 
the way toward one of the motel units nearby. The out- 
side light was burning beside the door, as Roberto had 
told her, and when they went in, Cissie found her eyes 
identifying the alarm switch on the waU. She almost felt 
like using it right then, she was so scared, but she knew 
that she had to go through with her penance, as the only 
■j; , way out of her terrible trouble. 

•< Jeff carefully locked the door behind them, and made 
sure that all the Venetian blinds were tightly closed. He 
inspected the adjoining bath, and carefully turned on 
every light in the little suite. In spite of her shuddering ' 
internal panic and disgust, Cissie Reynolds found her- 
self wondering with a strange curiosity what a man did 
under these circumstances. Did he lass her? Did he tell 
the girl that he loved her? Should she pretend that she 
loved him? How bad was it that her very real fright must 
show to even the most casual observer? 

Then Roberto’s advice came to her rescue. Do exactly . 
what the man asks. No more and no less. He must know ■ 
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what he wants, so she’d wait for instructions. 

Jeff stood looking at her for n moment, ]iis gaze taking 
in every superb detail of Jier face and form. 7 lien he sat 
down in an upholstered chair in one comer of the room 
and said quietly, "Just walk around for mo, Dottie. I 
love the way you walk. It’s so young and feminine and 
excitingly cat-like. I want to look at you and enjoy how 
lovely you are and see you 'from every angle.” 

Cissic obeyed, turning and striding lightly around the 
room, smih'ng at him as well as she could make her face 
respond to her conscious commands. Should she go close 
to him, or stay far enough away so tliat he could really 
see her? Just do what you’re told, she reminded herself. 
If he wants you close, he will ask for it. 

“Now sit do%vn there on the bed opposite me, please, 
Dottie,” came his next command. "Brother, but you’re 
excitingly young and beautiful." 

Gssie sat down on the bed as ordered, and automati- 
cally started to adjust her skirt which had slid up above 
her knee. 

'No. Leave your sldrt alone, Dottie. Pretend you don’t 
notice it’s showing your thigh a litde. Now lean back 
onto your elbows, as though you were tired,” Jeff order- 
ed, his eyes darting all over her revealed body. “That’s 
right. Tiy to ignore me. Pretend Tm not here in the room 
at all. No%v stand up again and stretch as though you’d 
had a hard day and wanted to relax.” 

Cissie obeir’ed and found that the commanded stretch- 
ing was indeed v/elcome to her, to relieve the Idnks with 
her emotional tension had knotted into her muscles and 
joints. But when was he going to get finished with this 
strange preamble and get down to the basic things he 
had hired her for? 

“That s right, Dottie. Turn around slowly so I can see 
>ou from all sides. Now start to get undressed. Do it very 
slov,-Iy, and keep moving so that I can watch you and 


enjoy every move and see you -from every angle. Hang 
up or put away every thing you take off, and don’t Burry. 
Pretend you’re all alone, but be sure I don’t miss any- 
thing.” Jeff’s voice was soft, but with a tenseness that 
showed his mounting excitement. His words seemed as 
much to stimulate himself as to instruct her in her duties 
of satisfying him, 

“First take off your sweater. That’s right. Now pull it- 
right side out and hang it up on a hanger. Wow, but 
your breasts look as if they were about to explode right 
out of your brassiere. So high and full and firm, like a 
well-developed teen-ager. Keep moving and turning so I 
can enjoy every possible view. Even from the back, you're 
the loveliest girl I’ve ever seen.” 

Cissie obeyed, even though she could not understand 
the ritual which seemed so important to him. Do what 
you’re told, she warned herself. Yours not to wonder why, 
— your but to do and die. At least he hadn’t touched lier^ 
or wanted anything disgusting. Not yet. 

“Now take off your sldrt. 'That’s right, Dottie. Stand, 
where I can watch you and see every xviggle as you pull 
it down over your hips. Now fold it and put it away 
the way you normally would. Don’t hurry. There’s so 
much I have to see of you. Now take off your half-slip, . 
and take your time sliding it slowly down over your hips 
and then down your beautiful long legs. You’re excitlrig- 
ly beautiful just in your bra and panties. They fit so 
snug and tight over your lovely curves. Now hang up the • 
lialf-slip and do it slowly while I watch.” 

Cissie was surprised that she felt little or no embarrass- . 
ment at disrobing before a man whose name she did not . 
even know. She had braced herself against so much more * 
and worse things that this hardly seemed worth wbrr)'- 
ing about. And there was something almost hypnotic 
about doing these essentially commonplace things under 
such intense directions. 


“Oh, you’re beautiful, and doing everytiung exactly 
right,” JelFs taut voice continued. “Now sit down on the 
edge of the bed again and take off your shoes and socks. 
Do it slowly and naturally, and pretend I m not watching 
you. I want to love every part of you with my eyes. Be 
sure to put your shoes and ankle-socks neatly under the 
bed before you stand up,” 

Jeff’s voice was now so intense, grating with roused 
passion, that Cissie darted a glance at him. He noted her 
look and froumed, so she dared not do it again. But she 
had seen him slouched down in his chair, almost motion- 
less, while his gaze devoured her ravenously. 

“Now take off your brassiere, Dottie. Reach around be- 
hind to unsnap it, and then let it fall very slowly and ex- 
citingly off your shoulders. Toss it onto that chair and 
now stand up straight and tiurn very slowly around for 
me to admire from every side. The air feels cool on your 
bare breasts, doesn’t it? I can see the beautiful effect the 
coolness is having. Now walk around near me, as if you 
were looking for something. My, you are perfectly ex- 
qtiisite in every way.” 

Cissie could sense the mounting passion wthin him, 
and she knew that something would have to happen 
soon. She was terribly ignorant about such things, but 
she knew that emotional tension could only get so high 
before it would erupt and die of its own intensity. But 
shed do what he told her. That’s what she was being 
paid for. 

Were nearly to the end, Dottie, for you are wearing 
only your cute tight little panties. Now very slowly take 
them off, Dottie. Pretend they are very tight and that you 
have to struggle and wriggle your hips to get the elastic 
clown over them. Keep turning around so I can see you 
in ever)' changing view. Oh, I can’t stand seeing such 
beauty. It’s too much for me to bear. Now slowly and 
gracefully step out of your panties. That’s exactly right, 



Dottie. You’re wonderful and so deliciously and perfect- 
ly beautiful. I can’t stand it. It’s overwhelming me in 
sensuous beauty.” 

Cissie dared not even glace at him, but she knew that , 
Jeff was on the verge of some kind of emdtionar climax. 
His voice was so low. and tight that he seemed to be 
jamming the words out between .clenched teeth. His 
breathing %vas in short rasping mbans and his attention 
was rigidly fastened on her revealed form. , 

“Now stretch again, Dottie. Way up on your tiptoes, 
and then turn slowly around all the way. Now very slow- 
ly go over and get into that bed. Very slowly, Dottie. 
Ooooh, you’re so beautiful, Dottie. I love beauty. I love 
you, Dottie, I love you, love you, love you, looooove.” , 

As she got into bed and pulled the covers up over her 
nakedness, Cissie Reynolds dared to look at her partner 
in this strange episode. Jeff was now sitting in the chair 
as though completely exhausted. There was a smile on his 
face but all the former tension had gone from him. He 
was looking at her with ardent affection, but every 
muscle in his body seemed relaxed and flaccid. Cissie 
wondered what she was meant to do now, but fell back 
on doing nothing since she received no orders. 

After a moment of utter silence, Jeff shook himself /as 
though to throw off a deep inertia. Slowly he stood, up 
and spoke. ‘Til be back in just a minute. Please wait 
there, Dottie.” Then he disappeared into the bath and 
closed the door. 

Cissie felt completely bewildered by what had just 
taken place. Jeff seemed finished with her. Was this all he 
wanted from her? This strangely delicate and sophisticat- 
ed strip-tease? He had made no effort to touch her in 
any way. He had asked for no lewd posings or actions 
from her. His language had been worshipful and in no 
way crude or obscene. And he had seemed completely 
satisfied with the bizarre scene which he had directed, in 


i\n 


such detail. 

\Mien she heard him about to leave the bath, Cissie 
started to pull the bed clothes up to shield her nudity, 
but then decided against it. The situation had her utter- 
ly confused, but maybe he v/ould like to look at her some 
more, if that his only idea of sensual pleasure. Jeff came 
out looldng his usual neat, poised, gentlemanly self and 
walked over to stand near the bed. He reached out both 
hands for hers, and had her rise to stand before him 
on the carpeted floor. Still holding her hands he leaned 
forv/ard and gently kissed her lips in a brief saluation 
of admiration. 

"You are really superb, Dottie,” he said smiling. “I 
really appreciate not only your beautiful body but also 
your grace and your vdllingness to co-operate in my little 
idiosyncrasies. Im going back to the bar' now. Would 
you like to join me there in a few minutes for a drink be- 
fore I have to be going? I hope you will.'’ 

Wffien he left the siute, Cissie stood staring after him 
in amazement for a few minutes before she started to 
get dressed. As she combed her hair before the bureau 
mirror, she found a crisp new twenty-doUar bill lying 
waiting for her. She stared at it for a while before she 
folded it into her small pxuse. Then as she slov/ly walk- 
ed across to the bar she tried to calculate calmly the re- 
sults of her first evening’s work. 

Primarily, she knew that she had earned seventy 
dollars toward the sum she needed for the solution to her 
immediate problem. And instead of shame and horror, 
she felt only amazement at how she had eined it. Jeff 
had so emphasized the beauty of their strange episode, 
ratiier that any possible lewd carnality, that she had come 
to accept his criteria for herself. Her imtiation into her 
new fob had been startlingly inoffensive. Somehow Cissie 
felt that she liked this man svho obviously found her so 
satisfying to his unusual tastes. 



CHAPTER TWELVE - - ' 

On Sunday morning when Susie Perkins and her 
mother and Norma Allen had breakfast at the PerMns’ , 
home, all three women , seemed in much brighter and 
more cheerful moods tlian usual for them. It was a lovely 
Spring morning and Mother' Perkins was fairly bubbling 
over with gracious hospitality and friendliness. • 

“It’s so nice tliat, Susie has found a really good friend 
among the girls over at college,” she said as they sat 
down to eat. "All the other girls seem to be so concerned; 
with going out with boys tliat I feel that Susie is left 
out and missing a lot of fun.” 

"You’re right about most of them,” said Norma smooth- 
ly. “They’re so busy with dates and trying to catch a htis- 
band that they hardly have time even to tend to their . 
studies.” 

"Little do they know what tliey’re getting into,” re- 
plied Mother Perkins ominously. “And most of them 
won’t listen when I’ve tried to warn them against all 
men. But at least I’ve been able to keep my Susie safe 
from those dangers, haven’t I, dear?” 

“Yes, Mother. Even though I sometimes feel that you 
worry too much about me. Like last night,” said Susie. < 
“After all, you must admit that Charlie Griffiths is harm- 
less. And Norma was with us after we left tlie movies, so , 
I was well guarded.” 

Norma and Susie let their eyes meet in a glance of 
loving conspiracy, a tender reminder of the exquisite 
ecstasies they had enjoyed in each other’s arms in Surie’s 
bed after their return from the Silver Palm. Then the 
Physical Education teacher spoke up, further ingratiat- 
ing herself with Mrs. Perkins. 

I find it very refreshing to see that you are not like 
most mothers of college-age daughters, Mrs. Perkins.' 
Tliose mothers must realize the horrors they are forcing 
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ir girls into. But just because of social pressures and 
chance for financial security, tliey practically insist 
,kt the girls marry and become little better than 
ives to satisfy the savage lusts of the husbands who 
ive bought them. But we three know the true state of 
jnings in marriage, and are able to avoid it successfully.” 
/ Susie was delighted that Norma and Mother were be- 
/ coming such good friends. By herself Mother was sort 
of a pessimistic, fear-ridden, worry-wart, always alarmed 
at the possibility of danger to her daughter. But Norma, 
with the same antagonism toward men, had sho%vn Susie 
that there could be a gay, happy, and wonderfully ex- 
citing side to an exclusively feminine way of life. Her 
body was not something to be ashamed of because it 
aroused vile passions in men. Her body was something to 
be proud of, and from which, under Norma's expert tute- 
lage, she could experience the wildest sensual pleasures. 

Norma, too, was pleased and excited at the way things 
were working out. Brad Morrison had definitely been 
! eliminated as possible competition for Susie’s affections 
and bodily charms. Charlie GrifiFiths was of no signific- 
ance in any way. And Susie’s mother was either com- 
pletely ignorant of Lesbian activities, or else chose to 
ignore them as a lesser of two evils for her child. 

"I have a wonderful idea,” said Mother Perkins as she 
: cleared away the breakfast dishes after the meal. “It’s 
such a lovely day, let’s pack a big basket of lunch and 
drive out into the countr)' for a picnic somewhere.” 

, 'That sounds perfect,” enthused Susie. “Just the three 
' of us. We can have lots of fun. MTiat do you say,- Norma?” 
i “I really ought to be getting back to college,” replied 
! Norma seriously. But then she looked over at Susie, and 
I the prospect of spending the whole day with her divine 
{ little doll was too much temptation. “But I’ll come with 
I you. I don't kmow if it’s Spring Fever, or just that I en- 
j joy your company, but a picnic will be the best possible 


way to spend the day.” . . ' ’ . J . 

An hour later ,the three women, in Norma's convertible 
with the top down so they could bask in’ Ae sun. and 
the warm breeze, were driving aWg a highway border- 
ed wth blossoming wild flow^s. The peat fields; were 
a rich young green and seemed to beckon to the vaca- 
tioners to come enjoy their lush freshness and cool 
privacy. On the back seat was a large hamper full of 
food, and, at Nonna’s suggestion it even contained a 
bottle of wine, usually reserved by" Mother Perkins for 
solemn and formal occasions. 

. Well out of town Norma turned off the highway at 
random onto a narrrow country lane which paralleled 
a cool clear stream. After driving along beside pastures 
and the wooded bank of the stream, the lane faded out 
of existence, and they found themselves in an open grassy 
glen, partially hidden by trees. It was an ideal spot for a 
picnic, and they stopped the car and unloaded the ham- 
per. Then the three of them strolled together off through 
the woods and fields, soaking up the fresh air and cool, ■ 
sun-baked freedom of their pastoral paradise. An hour 
or so later they were back at the car, with brisk appetites 
and cheerfully gay feelings. 

Upon Norma’s insistence, they all had several paper 
cups of wine to sharpen their appetites and increase their 
sense of well-being, and then they dug enthusiastically 
into the food. A feeling of care-free comraderie pervaded 
them and they all remarked what a success the piciiic ' 
idea was. After eating they all sat around sleepily on .the 
car-robe to enjoy the wonderful time they were having. . 

After several minutes of silent contemplation of the j 
bucolic surroundings, Norma gently nudged Susie and .j 
pointed to the third member of their little group. Mother 
Perkins was stretched out on the lap-robe, her head prop- j 
ped against the hamper, sound asleep, as a result of the 
fresh air, the wine, and the heavy lunch; I 


Nonna rose silently and beckoned bnste to touon nu 
a, few steps from the dozing woman. "Let’s take a walk 
now. Just by ourselves, Susie. Your mother can snooze iOt 

a little wliile all right.” ^ .. 

Susie smiled at this evidence of Normas contmumg 
affection and attention, and silently followed as the}- 
strolled off into the trees along the stream, arm in arm. 
The little blonde girl felt a deep inner satisfaction that 
she had at last discovered someone who could really love 
her. Norma was not like Mother, who seemed primarily 
concerned with keeping her from harm, and this meant 
seriously limiting all her activities'. Mother was long cn 
worrying hut usually very short on having fun. 

But Norma had dearly demonstrated that nantn 
effectively keep Susie safe imder any conditions. 
night she had not only kept her out of harms W3~ 'rrr 
both Brad and Charlie, but had not even allowgc hsr z: 
be obligated to either man in the matter c: hrz—:: 
drinks. And there could be no question hut whr: 
was both willing and able to provide Susie .n:- 

exquisite sensual thrills when thev indrus^ z: 
dent love making. This was so completely z^rHz:zzzr 
the humiliating assaults which Mother ws zzzr— -~zz- 
ing her against, and which she hzz ~ zrz- 

\wth Brad. 

As the two girls wandered r ^ 

arin crept around Susie’s tim- 
could enjoy this further F r;-'=— = ~ rzzzzz .z - 
emotiond closeness as th^ .. - _ 

against each other wii fre- rzr ~yIZr 

stopped. “ 

"Look Susie. Theree - lir-^ :::r~ 

clear and deep and zr~=~=“ - . . __ 

take a quick svr> ^ ~ 

"^Vdl. I don’t ]zrr f - 

younger girl crzirzfr ~ 



someone miglit see us. What would Motlier thinlc?” . 

“No one could see us. Well just take a quick dip. We 
won’t have to tell your mother if you think she wouldn’t 
like it. Come on. Little Doll. It will be lots of fun.” 

Even as she finished speaking, Norma was rapidly 
stripping off her clothes and piling them neatly on the 
grass. Then in her slimly rounded nakedness she was 
frantically helping Susie disrobe and admiring each love- 
ly detail of feminity as it was revealed. Then, dainty 
and graceful as two wood-nymphs, the girls approached 
the edge of the pool, hand in hand, and tested the water 
with their toes. 

“Oooh. It’s cold,” squealed Susie gaily, clutching at 
Norma to keep her balance. 

"Don’t be such a baby,” laughed Norma. “Come on iri. 
Here I go.” 

Norma’s slim trained body formed a dynamic arc and 
entered the clear cool water wth scarcely a splashl She 
surfaced yards away near the center of the limpid pool 
and shook her wet hair out of her face. 

“Come on. Little Susie. Don’t be afraid. Come out here 
with me, and let me tell you again how lovely and ex- 
citing you are.” 

Under these inducements Susie slowly waded into the 
water and swam out toward her friend. She tried to keep 
her blonde hair dry while the chill of die water sent 
shiver}' thrills flashing all over her skin. She glanced 
apprehensively around the shore of the pool to make 
certain that there was no chance of their being observ- 
ed swimming all nude like this by some farmer of an- 
other picnicker. ... 

When Susie drew near, Norma reached out and gently 
pulled the little body toward her. The older girl tender- • 
ly wrapped her arms around Susie and then fervently ^ 
kissed the wetly pouting lips of the petite blonde. Again' 
their lips met and this time their kiss was longer and ‘ 


more impassioned. , 

a place to be maldng love,” murmured Susie 

partly thrilled and partly alarmed at what was taking 
place, ‘'^^^lat if anyone should see us? It would be awful.” 

"Don’t you worry about anything like that ” Norma 
as.sured her, increasing the tempo of her caresses. “No- 
body would ever see us. And anywhere in the world is a 
perfect spot for me to show you how much I love you. 
And to give you the nicest and most thrilling pleasures I 
can think of. Just relax and let the cool water support 
you. Then I can love you and caress you. Let yourself 
go, darling, so the wonderful sensations can flow all 
through you and over you and engulf you in my love. 

And if you want to do this, and this, to 

me at the same time. Til love it as jnuch as you do when 
I do them to you, my sv/eet.” 

They were floating in the center of the pool, when they 
heard a distant voice calling. 

Susie stiffened in alarm and said, “That’s Mother, She 
woke up and is wondering where we are. We’ve got to 
go find her before she gets lost or something.” 

A frown of disappointment passed over Norma's face 
as she realized that their sensual interlude was ended. 
The two girls swam quickly ashore and called out to Mrs, 
Perkins as they hastily tried to dry themselves. They were 
nearly dressed xvhen the older v/oman stumbled toward 
them, 

hie you both all right. I was so v/orried. I v/oke up 
and found myself all alone there. I had no idea what 
might have happened to you two voung girls. I\Tiat hap- 
pened? You’re both all wet?” 

Susie placatingly, trydng to 
tilde the warm physical excitement which still cwursed 
» alarmingly through her v/hole body. "We found this 
F>ol and decided to take a dip in it.” " 

"'Viih no clothes on?” demanded Mrs. Perkins in hor- 


TOT. "Why, there’s no telling who might have, come by 
and seen you. Any man might have tried to do awful 
things if he had caught you helpless like that.” - 

"You don’t have to worry, Mrs. Perkins," Norma assur- 
ed her. "I was widi Susie, and I’m sure I could have 
handled any situation that came up. Surie is safe witli 
me, you can be sure.” 

Then the three women , walked slowly back toward the 
car and the nearly empty lunch-basket. Mrs. Perkins was 
still grumbling about the danger the girls might have 
encountered, but Norma made convincing replies. 

Susie was unusually quiet right then, and continued 
to be occupied vrith her own thoughts even when they 
were driving back to Indian Falls. She was thinking of 
the strange pagan episode with Norma in the pool, but 
the main cause of her preoccupation was the hot tum- 
mult which still swirled within her body; Flames had 
been lit within her that' had not been allowed to flare 
up into scorching release. And now” they continued to. 
scald and aggravate her in a manner that was half tor-' 
ment and half ecstasy. Would this feeling of unspent 
urges continue indefinitely? Would she have to wait un- 
til Norma again offered to quench these emotional 
flames? Was there any chance that her mother would be 
able to recognize the symptoms which teased and stimu- 
lated her child? Susie was in a holocaust of conflicting 
and alarming feelings, and wondered if she would ever, 
feel calm and serene again. .' 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

IVhen Brad Morrison left the Indian Falls high schoi ’ 
after teaching his last class for the aftemooh, he foun 
Carol Brandon waiting for him in his car. 

"Hello, Brad. I’ve been waiting long enough., We’v 
got some talking to do. To get our stories straiabt as fa 
as my father is concerned.” 



‘■\Ve sure jlo, CjitoI,” ho replied scrinu^lv, gettim; in 
)eside her. "That’s why I phoned w« last niglit, I i\ad 
i most surprising talk with your father Yostoulav." 

“So he told me when I got in very lute Iasi' night. 1 
;aid I’d been out with you. even though 1 hadn’t, (i 
eourse. I’ve been using you as an cxciisc when I’ve been 
staying out late recently. He seems to like you, alter see 
ing yon yesterday, so keep on covering lor tnn, will 
you?” 

“There’s a lot more to it than that. Carol." Ihiul tohl 
her. “I don’t know what you’ve been telling him ahtait 
us, but he’s got it all arranged for \is to gel (oiinally <11 
gaged and then get married this suinnuT.” 

“Mv God! He must have taken me Keriously,” Miid 
Carol airily. Then she looked up appraisittgly at the Mg 
husky man beside her. After .sttidying him for a mlmife 
and remembering their one intimnl(! se.sdoti loi'ellin, die 
added, “Well, it might not be a had icleii (if llwl/' 

‘A’tdiat do you mean? It’s mpnxalhh, Ciiro/,” repl/f d 
■Brad heatedly. “We hardly know each other, atid ue eer.. 


tainly aren’t in love. 

“No, but we have fun together rn Ihfi one Impo/fai.f 
way that makes any difference. And if you’d nf'rer out fo 
-ramp mv stvle in having fun plajir.f 3.'.v;nd, I'll promi'.r 
not to get in your hair either, A ^>.3! iil-e that wauPl 




work for both of us. ^ 

“But that’s no way to start a hrar. 

tested vigorously. • f 

“It would be the best way for « Arr. 

, of an that Dad has offered to ^ f 
your career and helping you ,/ 

the matter with me as a vdfer ixn ; y .n , 

in bed? If vou don t, you can 

agree with you. Brad Mon 




married.” 

“I’ll bet you couid make me very happy tor. a lira 
while this aftemooH;, Brad. Let’s go out to die Silver Pale 
right now, and 111 show you how.” 

“Having. fun in bed. isn’t all. of marriage. You ough 
to know that. We’ve got to get this misunderstandinj 
straightened out somehow.” ■ 

“Well, you straighten it out any way you can. Blit i 
you start squealing on me to my father about the thing 
I do. I’ll have some things to tell him too. I'll say yoi 
seduced me and now won’t marry me because I’m no 
good enough to be your wife. You can guess how pleas 
ed Dad would be to hear that about his darling innocen 
daughter, can't you? How long do you think you couh 
stay alive around here after I told him that?” 

“You wouldn’t lie to him like that, Carol,” 

“The hell I wouldn’t, to protect myself. If you don’ 
believe me, Just try it. I'm going to be out at the Silve: 
Palm tonight for some new kicks, I told Dad I was goin^ 
to be with you, so don’t you start telling him anydiinj 
different, if you know what’s good for you.” 

Brad started to object to this arrogant treatment fron 
Jier, but Carol jumped out of his car and then leaned it 
through the window to have the last word. “It just oc 
curred to me that we really ought to get married. I thini 
I’ll really enjoy having a nice docile husband around 
One who won’t be able to say anytliing, no matter whal 
I do, or who I do it with. That would be a real kick, 
having a nice obedient husband, like a pet dog/’ 

Then she spun away and hurried to her car wliich was 
parked nearby. The gravel spurted from under her. tira 
as she whipped the car around and sped out of the park- 
ing lot. Brad just sat there in his car and wondered ir 
desperation if he would ever be able to get out df .thii 
mess. And if there was any possible chance of his eva 
getting Susie for bis OAvn loving wfe. 




And at the same time, iate this afternoon, Susie was 
also sitting and wondering. Norma had promised to meet 
her after classes, and while waiting Susie was nearly be- 
ing driven crazy by the waves of unquenched fire which 
still flickered tormentingly through her young body. It 
had only- been a couple of days since the internal con- 
flagration had been started during their uncompleted 
moments in the pool, but it seemed to the newly awak- 
ened senses of tlie little blonde that she had been suffer- 
ing the tortures of the damned through all eternity. 

Ever)'thing she did, every movement she made, every 
word she heard, somehow reminded her of her unsatis- 
fied emotions and the insistent demands of her aroused 
body. If only Norma would come home, she would be 
able to relieve Susie’s burning tensions in the most satis- 
fying way possible. In the meanwhile Susie could only sit 
and squirm and shift and fidget restlessly while she 
waited. 

Susie had no way of knowing about the conversation 
which Norma had overheard at lunchtime, a conversa- 
tion which aroused the slim dark-haired Lesbian to a 
fever-pitch of curiosity and eagerness to investigate. Two 
men at the next table during lunch had been guardedly 
discussing the availability of girls at the Silver Palm, and 
it had taken some careful listening and piecing together 
of clues before Norma was sure of her information. 

If the intimate personal services of girls could ' be 
bought by men at the night club and motel, those same 
services should be equally available to another girl. Like 
-every confirmed member of the Lesbian sisterhood, 
Norma was always on the look-out for new fields of Sap- 
phic pleasure to harvest for her distorted enjoyment. 
Tliere was no doubt that Susie Perkins-, was cute and 
eager, to learn, but why should Norma be limited to just 
one source of exotic entertainment? And suppose that 
Susie changed her mind or was too much under her 


mother’s narrow-minded domination. Then where would 
iNIorma be? And with her basically masculine approa^ to 
sensuality, Norma felt tliat novelty was desirable for its 
own sake. Just because she had one satisfactory partner 
for her twisted passions, did not mean that she should 
avoid all other possible outlets for her desires. The ser- 
vices available at the Silver Palm should be at least in- 
vestigated, if not actually sampled.' She'd do it this after- 
noon, and probably be back in time to meet Susie as slie 
bad agreed to do. If Susie had to swelter in her owh self- 
creat^ heat for a little longer, Norma would not be 
seriously bothered. 

By the time that Norma got out to the Silver Pahn it 
was late in the afternoon. She entered and was about to 
take a seat at the bar when she spotted Bob Pond, the 
tall, satanically attractive manager, talking earnestly to a 
cute girl who looked vaguely familiar. Norma walked 
slowly toward the couple and presently Pond noticed her. 

“Can I help you in any way, Miss?’' asked the manager 
courteously. 

“I think so. When you have a few minutes free,” re- 
plied Norma coolly, glancing at the girl with whom Bob 
had been talking. What a figure she had. And looked so 
young and half-scared. She might be fun, some timej if 
she was one of the girls who could be rented. 

“Of course, Miss. Immediately,” said the manager vuth. 
continental grace in his bow. ’Then he turned to the other 
girl and said, “Excuse me for a little while, Dottie. We , 
can finish our talk later." 

Then to the newcomer he said, “I am at your service 
Miss.” While his attention looked her over carefully. H< 
had seen her somewhere. Bob knew. But what coulc 
she want now?. 

‘TMy name is Norma,” she told him bluntly. ‘1 was lien 
a while ago with Brad Morrison, whom you know.”. 

"Oh, yes. Of course. I can place you now.” rdilied Bob 
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smoothly. "A party of four with Mr. Morrison.'’ 

"Tliat’s right. But what I want now is quite different. 
It has' no connection. I’m sure, with Brad Morrison. I 
have heard tliat girls are available here. If a person can 
pay for their services.” 

“This is indeed a surprise. Miss Norma,” said Bob as 
he remembered his original opinion that this particular 
girl probably had abnormal desires. “I’m not sure that we 
understand each other completely.” 

"I think we do. Don’t try to con me, Roberto, or what- 
ever your name is. You can level with me about this. ITI 
tell you frankly that I want a girl. I want a girl who will 
do what she’s told. To entertain me. Can I get one here 
now? 'That’s all I want to know. I want a Tes’ or ‘No’ 
answer. Not a run-around. 'That girl you were just talking 
to, for instance." 

"You speak very plainly and bluntly, Miss Norma,” 
said Bob, still studying her and trying to make up his 
mind about her. As a matter of fact, Cissie Refolds was 
the only girl around so early. She had not come in to- 
work, but only to find out from him how she was making 
out in her goal of five hundred quick dollars, and the 
possibility of contacting the doctor who would handle 
her abortion when she had accumulated the mone)'. 
Maybe here was a chance for her to pick up some more 
cash for a Lesbian session with this strangely abrupt 
customer. 

"Well, can we make a deal for the next hour or so, or 
not?” demanded Norma. “I told you I want a blunt an- 
swer to a blunt question. Yes or No for that girl?” 

"I am ashamed to admit that you have caught me a 
little off ^ard and unprepared,” said Pond apologetic- 
ally. "This is a situation that only has come up rarely. 

: .^nd never with this particular girl. I \vill have to ask 
f her if she is willing to accommodate you,” 

V, ‘Don’t con me, I told you. Will you or won’t vou sun- 


ply what I'm willing to pay for,” insisted Norma, 

"I am certain that I can supply the service you wsh 
sometime this evening. Miss Norma,’.’ said Ponci calmly. 
"But as for this girl, I will have to inquire. Will you have 
a drink at the ter as my. guest while I find, out if this 
girl is available right now?” 

With Norma established - at the bar, Roberto Ponci 
called Cissie Reynolds into the private office of the 
night club. Ever since he bad first met her. Bob had been 
fascinated by her exquisite feminine allure and by . her 
stoic acceptance of what fate had ordained for her. Bob 
had been well aware of the bizarre ritual expected by 
Cissie’s first client, and he had intentionally made her 
indoctrination into commercialized sex' an easy one, by 
exposing her only to Jeffs requirements for an aesthetic 
strip-tease, rather than to some customer who would be 
brutally demanding in having her submit to Iris assault. 

Somehow the sophisticated and blase manager had 
come to feel a strong lib'ng for the girl, and he was de- 
termined to have her work out her period of’ money- 
making with the least possible diffi'culty and shock to 
her. If she wanted to have a go with this confessed dyke, 
she could. In Cissie’s opinion, this might be less traumatic 
than taking on a man who would want more normal co- 
operation from her to satisfy his urges. It was up to 
Cissie to decide, but in any event Bob Ponci .would feel 
less guilty for having given her a choice in the rhatter., 
“Yes, Roberto. Have you figured out bow much I have 
earned?” asked Cissie as she entered the office. “Somehow 
I hardly feel that I am earning what the men have paid. 
As I’ve told you, no one has actually touched me yet in 
any really bad way. That Jeff just wanted lo watch me 
undress, and old Mr. Gordon found that jiist hugging, 
and kissing me was more than he could stand.” ' . 

“I know,” said Bob briefly. . ; : : 

“Then you’ve been giving me men you Igiew were easy- 



5 satisfy? You’ve been making tliis job eas)“ fcr 

Dotionaliy?” she asked. 7f i 

Roberto nodded, wondering to himself why he 
lone so. He must be very careful not to get 
nvolved with any of the girls working for him. He haa 
lever abused his power over them by asking for free 
)rs. And he must not jeopardize the success o. me 
3 usiness by showing favoritism, either. 

"Why? Do you help all the ne%v girls like this?" 

"Mo, I don’t, Dottie,” replied Bob slowly. “It’s just that 
somehow I didn’t want to think of you being forced 
by some man, — any man. I wouldn’t feel right about 
it, even though you are working here wiflingly.” 

"Hardly willingly. But it’s the only wzy I could think 
3f to get the money I need, fast.” 

"I realize that. \^1iat I meant was that Fm not kssr- 
ing you here. You can quit any time you want to. BrS: I 
know that working here like this must be much 
For you than for most of the other girls. Tou’xe a dius:- 
snt type, — one of the few really nice girls Fvr 
kno'wn.” 

Cissie Reynolds looked at the manager for a long mom- 
ent, tr)ung to decide how to take his remarks. Wa; V 
really being friendly? Or was this just a bu£S-ur trim 
asking for something for himself for her? Ev=r'£irmm 
she could not really admire any man who iradeim 
in the half-world of a night club and " — 
glad that he seemed genuinely fond cf h^r. Afmr =L~ ~-- 
had wanted to take advantage of her ~ jr. . 

lesmess, he could have done so lour 

he had gone out of his way to __ 

from brutal unpleasantness as prssii-ie ir u 
of thanks. Cissie stood on tiptces aud ~ 

young man a ouick kisc ‘ ^ 


need something to buck up my morMe. Also I redly ap^ 
preciate what you’ve done to keep ray ej^erience here a; 
mild and undisturbing as possible. If I can do anythinj 
for you anytime, please let me know. I’ll be glad to 
Cissie stopped abruptly as she realized the crude inter 
pretation wliich Roberto could put on hd words. H< 
might think that she was willingly offering herself to him 
in return for more special treatment in hd job. : 

“Don’t worry, Dottie,” Bob told her gentiy. "I know 
how you meant it. I wont take it wrong in any way. Bui 
that brings up the main reason why I asked you in hen 
just now. It’s about a client who wants you right now.” , 
“Right now?” asked Cissie as a surge of fright clamped 
its icy grip on her whole body. 

“Yes. And in a way it’s another special type of cUen 
It’s a woman. The slim dark woman who came in whil 
you and I were talking outside. And she asked for yo 
particularly.” 

“A woman? And she wants me for that?" gasped Cissi 
in amazement and alarm. "But, what does she want me t 

? I mean what will I have to ? I mean, how 'em 

two women ?” 

"I have no definite ideas about what she wants 
Dottie,” Bob told the startled girl quietly. "That’s up t< 
her. But she is willing to pay for your sendees. If yor 
want to earn the money, you'll have to do what she asks 
as usual. I just thought that she might be less disturb 
ing to you than a normal man and what he \yill pfohabl} 
want from you. Die decision is up to you; Dottie. If you 
don’t want to try it, I can teD her that you’re not avail- 
able right now, and let her have some otlier girl later,” 
Cissie hesitated while tumultuous thoughts . whirled 
through her mind. She had committed herself to this way 
of life, knowing full w'ell what would be involved. : She 
could not expect Roberto to keep on protecting her 
giving her harmless clients indefinitely. And terrible as 



submitting to another woman rmght be, it would be less 
disgusting than being used by a man. 

“All right, Roberto,” she replied qmetly. “Ill take her 
on. It can’t be any worse than the things I've already re- 
signed myself to enduring.” 

“Tliat’s the right attitude, Dottie,” said Bob encourag- 
ingly. "So let’s get it started. The sooner you start, the 
sooner it wall be over. Tliis job, and your whole plan.” 

Norma’s predatory eye saw the manager and the ex- 
quisitely feminine and desirable girl come out of what 
was evidently the oflEice of the establishment. As they ap- 
proached, Norma gulped down the last of her drink and 
smiled at them. Bob performed the introductions. 

"Miss Norma, this is Dottie, a friend of mine. I think 
you tw'o girls may have some interests in common to dis- 
cuss, possibly things that should be talked over in pri- 
vacy.” Then he spoke directly to Norma, saying, “If this 
is so. I’ll speak with you before you go to your motel, of 
course,” Then he walked away. 

“Are you ‘with it’ for a ‘gay’ party, Dottie?” asked 
Norma quietly as she surveyed the exquisitely feminine 
beauty of the girl before her. 

‘I’m afraid I’m not. I’m new here, but I make out all 
right by doing whatever my ‘friend’ asks,” replied Gissie 
soberly, hoping that this quizzing would not go on. It was 
bad enough knowing that you had to do something you 
found horrible, but talking about it beforehand only 
made it worse. 

“You are a really beautiful girl, Dottie. And I think we 
could have lots of fun together.” 

Ill trj' to please you, Norma,” said Gissie trying to 
hide the panic and disgust which she felt. 

"All right. You stay here while I see that man” or- 
dered Norma, giving Gissie’s hand an intimate squeeze. 

I’ll be right back, and then we can be alone together. I 
think you’ll like it dear.” 



Norma argued briefly with Bob Ponci about the fee 
demanded for Cissie’s services, , but presently ,,sbe ^came , 
back, holding the key to one of tire motel units. As the 
two girls walked from tlie bar, Cissie was surprised to 
have Norma guide her by the arm, as if Norma 'was a. 
man assisting a fragile ^rl. . , 

Once in the motel, Nvith the door locked behind them, 
Norma again studied her hew and unknown partner, . 
while Cissie tried to conceal the feelings which dhiumed 
\iolently within her. Lesbianism was going to be an ex- 
perience that Cissie had not counted on in even her most ' 
terrible visions of what she would encounter. And now , , 
that her initiation was imminent, Cissie was getting less , 
and less sure that she should have taken on this bizarre 
assignment. She really needed the money, certainly, but 
did she hav'e to pay this price for it? 

Norma now stepped forward and embraced her pur- 
chased partner, kissing her ardently on the lips. The .con- ' 
firmed Lesbian was disappointed when she felt no wel- 
coming response from Cissie, and stepped back_.to in- •; 
sjiect her critically again. ■, 

“Try to react to me more, Dottie,” ordered ■ Norma. 
“And you might as well start getting undressed now,, so. . 
vou’ll be ready for me.” ■ / 

“Of course,” replied Cissie and turned away, to obey 
even as her stomach clendied in disgust. She had agreed ’ ’ 
to this, so now she had to go through with it. But was it 
going to be any less terrible than having a man use her 
to satisfy his animal instincts? Cissie was riot sure, but she' ; 
knew she would be finding out very soon. - - . . / 

"iNow lie down on the bed, so I can really begin to 
find out how lovelv you are,” commanded- Norma when 
the younger girl stood nude and waiting before her.- With , 
her eyes glued to the excitingly revealed perfection of . 
Cissie’s body, Norma now started to remove, .her 
clothing. ' , , • 


When she had stripped do^ to just her p^&s, 
Norma went over and sat on the edge of the bed- 
hands went out to test the beauty which her eyes h^ 
already enjoyed. Cissie closed her eyes to . shut out the 
disturbing picture of being so intimately stimulated by 
another female. Desperately the younger girl tried to 
keep from flinching away from Norma’s loving and 
searching fingers. 

As it kept up, Cissie realized that her whole body was 
tensed in a knotted spasm of revulsion. Wliere tliere 
should have been no feeling of violated modesty between 
hvo girls, tliere was the other and worse sensation of 
suffering under distorted and twisted sensual lusts. This 
was more disturbing than even the animal violence of 
some sex-starved male seeking to alleviate his natural 
urges. 

“Now you make love to me, Dottie dear,” ordered 
Norma, sinking down on the bed beside her companion. 
“Do anything that you think I’l like.” 

"Oh, Lcan’t . I mean. Yes, Norma. Anything you 

say,” moaned Cissie, determined to force herself into 
completing this assignment. 

Still keeping her eyes shut, and with obvious reluct- 
ance, Cissie began. Her jaws were clamped shut in her 
effort to control herself. At first Cissie did little, but 
Norma impatiently'urged her on to more intimate actiw- 
ties, and was trying to excite Cissie as a guide to what 
.she, herself, would enjoy. But Cissie could not bring her- 
self to reciprocate with similar gestures until Norma’s 
displeasure became evident. Then Cissie remembered 
that the basic requirement for her was to do what she 
was told, as the only way to earn her money. Then widi 

a sliudder and moan of utter misers' and disgust, Cissie 
negan to comply. 

After a few moments of this mutual interplay Norma 
TO ed over in preparation for more intimacies. Only 



then did the foolishness of whht she was doing sink into 
Nonnas consciousness. WTiy had she let herself he car- 
ried away like this, just from overhearing a private con- 
versation between two. unknown men at lunch? Did she 
fancy herself so masculine in her attitude that she could 
take over and duplicate a man in his perpetual search 
for new outlets for his passions? Tliis that she was now 
doing was not love in any sense. It was only a cheap 
imitation of what animah'stic men did. Did she, who 
hated and despised all men, want to ape them in the’ 
most terrible and bestial moments? And with a girl wl 
was obviously not enjoying it, even though she wi 
obedient? No That was not the role of a true Lesbian. Sh 
should only indulge in these beautiful activities \yi1 
someone she loved and who welcomed them eagerly. N( 
with a hired whore. 

Norma jumped up from the bed and stared down j 
the surprised girl beneath her. Tlien the older girl quid 
ly started to dress. - 

"What's the matter, Norma?" asked Cissie in alara 
“I’m trying to do what you told me to do. Don’t you lik 
it? ril tr)' to do better.” ■ 

“No. Never mind,” said Norma abruptly, still dressing 
“It’s not ) our fault, I suppose. You did the best you coulc 
I suppose I shouldn’t have tried to have my kind qf. fui 
except with someone else like me.” 

As Cissie watched, Norma finished dressing and stod< 
by the door looking back. ‘Tou might as well get dressec 
too. I’m going back to the bar now. Maybe a drink wil 
make me feel better. I don’t think anything could inak< 
me feel any worse. I’ll have to be going soon. I'm lati 
for a date already.” ■ 

Cissie Re 3 molds stared at the closed door for several 
minutes after Norma left before .she could pull herself 
together enough to start putting on her clothes. ■ 



nice to her in this biisiness relationship was no excuse 
for letting him get any personal ideas about her. Anc 
just because he was magnetically, handsome didn’t havi 
to mean that she was getting interested in him. 

The next several horns were relatively cahn and un 
eventful at the Silver Palm. Norma stayed at the bai 
ignoring the fact that she knew she should have' me 
Susie long ago, and tried to drink away her. disappoint 
ment and her disgust rvitii herself and the whole world 
Bob Pdnci circulated around the large building, maldn< 
decisions and giving orders to the employes as necessan 
to insure the smooth and profitable operation of tin 
place. Cissie kept out of sight as much as possible, won 
dering and worrpng whether or not there 'wmuld be am 
demand for her services. 

About ten o’clock, when tilings were beginning to picl 
up for the evening rush. Bob was standing near ' the en 
trance when he saw a single man walking in toward him 
From die man’s manner of walking. Bob suspected tba 
lie bad already been drinking more than was good fo) 
him, especially since he must be driving. Just my luck 
that this guy spends his money somewhere else getting 
drunk, and comes here to make trouble., ' ’ , , 

The new-comer lurched to a stop in front of the man- 
ager and looked vaguely up at him. 

"Can I help you, sir?” asked Bob with 'bis best pro 
fessional manner. Often with drunks, they would behave 
like gentlemen as long as you treated theni like gentle- 
men. And Bob thought that he had seen this fellow some- 
where before, probably right here at the club, Then Boi 
identified the man, if you could call him that. It was the 
fellow who had been Brad Morrison one time. The same 
night that the Lesbian, Norma, had been in the" same 
party. Better be sure those two didn’t see each other; or 
there might be fireworks. ' ■ 

The new comer looked vaguely up into the manager s % 



face and then his expression cleared as ne - 
for making the necessary experiment -^2 
great internal struggle, but Charlie Grihitr^ 
to find out, once and for all, whether or not 

“You run this place? A friend of Morrison 
rison’s?” he said, half in question and hsli 
ation. This strikingly handsome man before i: 
staring at him as though he could look deep into v 
ivrithing tortured soul. If Charlie was going, tc 
tlirough on his determination to prot e liirnseif 
by hiring the services of a girl, he knew he hac 
moving fast now. Any pause in the schedoie er 
he had planned, and Charlie would np/er get- 
courage again to make the test. 

\VIien Bob Ponci continued to Icok at Ihhx.. 
confirming nor denying what Charlie had saidhtS 
fellow nearly faltered in his determinanon. Tlin. 
drinks he had just consumed were sMhw I±r 
courage of sorts, but tin’s quiet and fcicrvdeds^rh 
before him was dampening his nerre, Giadfe 
ahead. 


"I know you have girls here. In the xztd 
have to have one now. I mean I need n ^ n 

to — . I need one, Right no-wd 

Without answering, the manager led this nm 
customer away from the entrance. Thirnnr ~- 
away from public view, espeefaEr h-’mndn 
gave Bob a chance to size up the rffmrrmn 
out how to handle it. The fellmv wnsihrsdE- fh 
he certainly was very upset aber: enn=rrn- 
frantic eagerness of a man who bin 
out the solace and relief of a wennn^ 
fright of a soldier about to go inrn n hsd.^ ^ 
be did not expect to emerge aIr.-£. 
of^Brad Morrisons, Bob would nhd-^ 

I think I can arranorp tn 



Mr. ?” said Bob, still stalling for time. , 

Charlie just looked at him in scared intensity, and 
then said quickly, “Now. It has to be right now.” 

‘Tes sir. I tmderstand,” said Bob, willing to help out 
this strange friend of Brad’s. “And what is .your name, 
sir?” . 

"It’s Charlie. Charlie Griffiths,” said that young man in 
rising panic. His courage and determination would not 
last out much longer, he knew. ‘Tlease hurry. I have to. 
hurry or it will be too late.” 

“Of course, sir. And what type of girl would you like? 
We try to satisfy our customers, you know.” 

'It doesn’t make any difference. Really it doesn’t,” 
said Charlie in mounting panic. 'Tlien he reached into a 
pocket and hauled out a thick roll of money which he 
thrust into Bob’s hand. "I can pay. 'This should cover 
it. But please don't make me wait or it won’t do any 
good. Don’t talk or anything. Just hurry.” 

Bob quickly led the (hstraught young man out through 
a side-door of the bar and over to one of tlie motel units. 

“Just stay here for a minute or so, Mr. Griffiths,” the 
manager told Charlie after opening tire door with his , 
pass key. “Make yomself comfortable, and 111 have 
someone here to take care of you in a few seconds.” 

As he hurried back alone to the night club. Bob made 
a quick count of the money which Gharlie had given 
him. Whewl ! Nearly two hundred dollars. And the guy 
was so steamed up he’d acted as if he was all ready to 
explode at the^slightest touch. Now what girl was free 
so she could go quench this guy’s fire right awayl 

The manager entered the night dub through tlie kit- 
chen, and the first person he set eyes on was Cissie Rey- 
nolds who, as Dottie the call-girl, was getting more and , 
more nervous from idle waiting. She w'as just the perfect 
girl for this job. Cute, had class, not busy right now, arid 
needed the money. ' 




be frightened. A strange man standing naked oyer me. A 
man who has bought the right , to use me in any . way he 
wants. But it almost seems as if he doesn't want me, or . 
at least doesn’t know what he wants from me^ . 

Then the original basic instructions came to her rescue. 
Do what you’re told. The customer must know what he 
wants or he wouldn’t be paying for it. Cissie began to 
undress, slowly and reluctantly. 

Charlie backed away till he felt the edge of a chair 
behind his knees, and then slowly sat dowa. He watched 
with a morbid fascination as the girl rose from her hor- 
izontal position on the bed. Tire soft sweater came up 
and off, and the girl shook her head to settle the soft, 
waves of her hair which had become disturbed. Her 
white bra contrasted with the warm pink of her bare 
skin, and Charlie looked with vague interest but no inner, 
feeling of excitement at the cups which seemed barely 
able to contain her full breasts. Just like a tsvo-piece of 
Bikini swim-suit at the beach, thought Charlie. But, so 
what? Women had breasts. They were a biological neces- 
sity in primitive cultures, but here and now they should 
have an emotional impact on him. But they didn't. 

Now the girl was stepping out of her skirt and half- 
slip, which she hung neatly over the arm of the same 
chair which held his jacket. She was standing before him 
in her obviously full bra and snug panties, and Charlie 
found himself studying her with a purely academic 
interest. Women certainly were neater and more stream- 
lined than men, he thought. Smoother and witli unin- 
terrupted curves. Charlie felt a moment of envy and. 
jealousy at being physically a male. 

He was about to repeat, “Your shoes,” when the girl . 
sat down on the edge of the bed and began working on 
her feet. Charlie’s eyes followed the long tapering lines 
of her exposed thighs, but his feelings were of artistic and. 
jealous appreciation, not of desire. . 

Kow she stood before him and reached behind her to 


release the catch of her brassiere. When the small inti- 
mate garment came ofiF and he could see her nude breasts 
with their pink summits, Charlie stared and knew that 
their message had no meaning for him. The girl kept 
glancing at him, as though to w'atch his reactions or 
get further instructions. After draping her bra across the 
cliair, she began to drag her dainty panties down over 
her full hips. 

A disconcerting thought flashed tlirough Charlie’s 
mind. Why couldn’t he be allowed to wear delicate and 
sleek panties like those. They would feel so much nicer. 
And look so much more attrach've. He paused at this 
thought. Attractive to whom? Who would see them and 
be delighted by them if he wore such things? Charlie 
quickly closed the door on that avenue of thought. 

Now tlie girl stood naked before him, but Charlie could 
not bring himself to give the next command. He tried to 
study her ex-posed body, but found it vaguely distasteful 
to him so he glanced away. As the tentative silence 
stretched out alarmingly between them, the girl slowly 
turned away and shuffled toward the bed. 

Driven by his hopeful search for identification in his 
masculinity, Charlie rose and followed her. She sat down, 
and as he hovered over her, the girl lay back and look- 
ed up at him questioningly. Now he must act. Now be- 
gan the real proof which he sought. Anyone could do 
what he had done so far. Now he must show, to the girl, 
but most important, to himself, whether or not he was 
a man. 

He studied her displayed body, trying to feel some re- 
action to her nakedness and availability. He tried to 
imagine doing anything and everything to and xvith her 

Witli his hands. With his mouth. With . 

\^?ith a puzzled frown of insecurity, the girl reached 
her arms up toward him, as if inviting him to ioin her 

To join her? To join witli her? To 

His eyes could see. If he wished, his fingers and' hi. 


hps could test freely. But that was all. Ilicre was no 
feeling inside. No reaction to her cxpo.setl and. v/illing 
purchased fcmininjly. In this first test of himself, Charlie 
knew that he had failed. He was not a man. 

With a wild sob of anguish and cnicl defeat, he threw 
himself upon her and limply rolled over onto the bctl be- 
side ber (Tcmbh'ng form. He whimpered deep in hi.s throat 
and his whole body heaved as tears of terrible frustration 
flowed on Ins chcela. lie dared not even cr)n.sider what 
his failure meant. Black de.spair enveloped him like a 
tidal-wave, and lie w'ished for deatli. 

The girl reached out a hand and touched his pain- 
racked shoulder tenderly. He flung oB her ge,sturc of help. 
Nothing could help him now. And certainly nothing she 
could say or do. .Slic n’as a woman. His envv <if her and 
her niiotional rights scalded him hillcrly. 

“N’o, Don’t touch me," he sjrat, rolling away from the 
contamination of her touch. "Go aw.ay. Get dressed and 
get out of here. Leave me alone. I hate you. ~ Jiatc you." 

Slowlv Gissie rose from the bed and went to get her 
elfitlu-s. .'Vs she dressed she glanced at Ch.arlic from time , 
to time. Somi'htnv her intuition told her th.at he did not 
rcjilh hate her. 

He onlv hated him.self. . 

CH.vrrKR FIFTEEN 

A lone woman drinking hcavilv at a bar can be. a 
source of lots of trouble for everx'body concerned, arid 
Roberto Ponci knew it very well. .A.s be perfonned his 
other duties of seeing that the night club was readv for 
the c.xpected customers that evening, he looked in at 
frequent intervals to see how Norma was making out. 

Slowly hut continuously she kept drinking, but .site . 
was paying for each drink as she got it and was rtot yet 
bothering any of the few other customers at the bar this 
early, so Bob was content to let her stay. As he svalkcd 
past her on one tour of inspection, she reached but and 


grasped his arm. 

"You must be a pretty smart cookie, Roberto, to get 
away with running a set-up like this," she said, her voice 
slightly coarsened by alcohol. 

"Thank you. Miss Norma. We just tr)’ to give our 
gue.sts what tliey want. Tliat way it can be a profitable 
deal for everybody and we all stay friends,” replied Bob 
as he saw a way to get rid of this strange woman before 
she caused any trouble. “May I buy your next drink with 
the compliments of the management, before you leave?” 

"Very smoothly done, Roberto, but you can’t get rid of 
me that easily. What I’m getting- at is that I wouldn’t 
want any of my friends, men or women, to know about 
my little excursion to your motel. I can trust you to be 
discreet, can’t I?” 

“But, of course. Miss Norma. That goes without say- 
ing. I can even forget that you were here at all, if you 
would prefer it that way.” 

Norma looked fixedly at him for a moment and then 
said, "That might be the best way, since I should have 
met someone several hours ago.” 

She turned half away from him and murmured to her- 
self, "Poor Susie. I wonder if she’s still waiting for me. 
She must be very tired of waiting. In her condition." 

"I beg your pardon?” asked Bob politely, anxious not 
to offend this odd girl. "Were you speaking to me. Miss?” 

"Not exactly. I just said that a friend of mine, a girl 
who has tastes like mine, is probably very angry at me 
for keeping her waiting like this.” Norma flashed a quick 
cruel smile and amended her statement. “She’s inflamed 
and irritated, as well as angry, but you wouldn’t kmow 
what I’m talking about.” 

“Yes. Of course,” said Bob. smiling graciously even 
though he siuspectcd what she meant. “Now if you’ll ex- 
cuse me. I have to go ." 

Norma grabbed his arm firmly as he started to walk 
away. "Don’t go nishing off as if I had leprosy. Wliat’s 



wrong with me isn't catching. And you may hot want to 
believe it, but there are a hell of a lot of people like me. 

I know.” 

“Indeed?” replied Bob civilly. 'Fhe last thing in the 
world he wanted right now was to get involved in . an 
argument about sexual variations wth a drunk Lesbian, 
He had work to get done, and arguing witli her vmuld 
probably result in her raising an uproad as she boastfully 
tried to prove her convictions. If he could only get her 
out of the place somehow. Or at least away from the bar. 

'Tou're damn right there are,” Norma continued belli- 
gerently. "Why, I’ll bet there are plenty of girls -in here 
every week that go for the kind of kicks I like. Most' of 
them just don’t have the nerve to be honest and frank 
about it. They’re just scared to admit it, Tliat’s all. Now 
take that Susie Perkins that was in her that night when 
we were with Brad Morrison. You’d never think she was, 
the t\pe, would you? That shows how much yoii know, 
Mr. Wise Guv.” - . 

4 

Norma's voice was getting louder and louder as she, 
alcoholically expounded her desires and beliefs. , Bob ' 
had to get her stopped somehow before she alarmed or; 
annoyed the other customers. As the manager glanced 
around for some means of maintaining peace and quiet, 
he got still another shock. Carol Brandon had come in , 
and was gaily signalling to him from nearby. Had :she'. 
heard Norma’s confession and accusations? ■ - 

"Excuse me a moment. Miss Norma,” he said quietly. 
"Another guest needs me. What you are saying is most , 
interesting, and 111 be right back.” 

Bob walked toward Carol, his professionally dakzling 
smile turned on as usual. "Yes, Miss Brandon. M^at can 
I do for you this afternoon?” .. 

"Nothing right now. Bob,” replied Carol lightly. “I'm 
early for meeting my friends, and you looked as though . 
yow vtanted an excuse to escape from that woman at , 
the 'bar. Oh, and by the way. well want to use one pf ^ 



your motel units later, so you might as well give me the 
key now, so I won’t have to bother you later w’hen 
you’re busy.” Carol looked intently at the handsome man- 
ager, as though daring him to question her right to 
demand every favor. 

“Of course. Miss Brandon," said Bob, remembering 
her father’s instructions to act as if everything was as 
usual. “Come with me to the office and III get you a 
key.” 

As they waBied toward the office Carol asked casually, 
"Who was the woman who had you button-holed?” 

“A lady who has been here before, and was explaining 
her ideas rather forcibly.” 

“About men and sex. I’ll bet,” laughed Carol. 

"Well, you’re half right,” reph'ed Bob smiling, 

Carol W’as silent for a minute, figuring out his cryptic 
remark. Then her face lit up as she found the answer. 
"You mean she’s a butch-dyke in search of a doll? Sounds 
fasdnating.” 

Silently Bob handed her a kej* and Carol continued, 
“How about letting me listen to your Lesbian lady for a 
V/hile. I’ve often wondered what they were like. Maybe 
I’ll be able to learn something.” 

Bob started to protest and warn Carol away from 
Norma’s alcoholic aggressiveness and domination, but 
then dedded against it. He didn’t want to antagonize 
Carol, and she certainly ought to be able to handle the 
other girl, no matter what happened. Now he had to get 
going to mal:e sure that the club was ready for the eve- 
ning rush of business. 

Carol walked over and sat down on a bar-stool next 
to Norma. The Fhys Ed teaclier glanced up at the new 
arrival and their eyes locked for a moment as they studied 
each other. 

“Are you man enough to let me buy you a drink?” ask- 
ed Carol abruptly without lowering her gaze. 

"I’m man enoueh for that and a lot more.” rerilied 


Noirna with c^'en intensity', her e)'es now taking in every 
lush detail of Carol’s face and body. The fxsll high breasts, 
the slim waist, and the firmly rotmded Irips of the new- 
comer entranced Norma. Here w.as an exejussiteh' fdmed 
young girl who was no shrinking Molet or paid perform- 
er. Maybe jhe trip to Silv’er Palm was going to be a suc- 
cess after all. 

When tlieir drinks arriv<?d. Carol raised hers and said- 
"E Pimibus Unrnn”, . . , . , ' , ' 

*T%'e seen that on dimes. MTiat do you think it means?" 
asked Norma boldly. 

"It’s my personal motto and I translate it as. TH try- 
anything once,’ Are you svith me?’’ said Carol unabash- 
edly, daring Norma to call her bluff. 

"I’m way ahead of you, if you mean it," said Norma, 
throw-ing all her usual caution to the wnds in her alco- 
holic eagerness to find a new and different partner. 

"Try me and sec,” offered Carol. 

"I have a key to one of the cabins outside,” said Norma 
slowly but with passionate intenjrftv. “If you want to 
<omc out there with me now. III bet I can show you 
tricks and kicks you ne\'er tried before.” 

“Ill bet you can, too.” replied Carol, getting up from 
her bar-stool. "But youli find I’m eager and willing to 
leani E Pluribus Unum. Let’s go.” 

\Vhen the two girls were locked in the privaev of 
Norma's motel room, they studied each other carefully for 
a few moments. Tlicn without further preamble Carol 
began to undress quickly', tossing her clothes onto a 
nearby chair. Presently she stood before the pleased and 
surprised Norma, naked except for a lacy gafter-belt 
which tautlv supported her dark nylons, and hCT high- 
heeled black pumps. 

With her feel slightly spread and her hands on her 
firm flaring hips so that her large breasts yvere thrast 
out boldly toward her friend, Carol tossed her head like 
a mettlesome mare and brazenly said, “Now you see 


v,'hat you liave to work with. Sliow me what you can do 
. with it. I’m always looking for new kicks, but I’ve never 
.•tried anything like this before." 

Slowly Norma walked over and stood close in front of 
; / her eager pupil. 

’ "It will be fun teaching you, darling,” murmured 
; Norma. "Now go over and lie down till I get ready too.*’ 

Carol willingly obeyed and presently the slim stream- 
lined form of the older girl was hovering over her on the 
bed. Norma crouched above and beside her new-found 
play-mate and delicately kissed her on the mouth. Carol 
quickly responded. 

"I know you like what I’m doing, darling,” whispered 
Norma in her partner’s ear as the exotic rites stroking 
continued. “You can do the same things for me if you 
want to. It will feel wonderful to me when you do, and 
then I can show you even more things we can enjoy 
together," 

Slowly and experimentally Carol followed this sug- 
gestion and began to give as well as receive. Their 
passions accelerated toward Nirvana and tliey let them- 
selves go witli pagan abandon in senspal fuUfillment. 
Soon they soared into muUial ecstasy, \\nth moans and 
sighs of physical release as proof of thrilh'ng climax 

Tliey clung together as their passions waned and then 
slowly relaxed into sated sleepiness. At last Norma asked 
softly: “How did you like it, dear? Was it as good as 
you hoped?” 

"Not bad. Not bad at all," admitted Care! re- 
luctant admiration. "I've tried a who!? let cf tamss for 
kicks, and this wasn't the worst by any means. Net die 
best, either, but very' nice for a change cr pace.” 

Could we do it again some time? fco:?'’’ asked Nor- 
ma, anxious to cement this bizarre friendsh^ now that 
it bad been established so eEecthvh-. “We cculd have 
even better lacks, I’m sure.” 

"Sure. Mliy not?" said Carol carelessly. “But there's 



one important thing missing jprom a’ deal like we vie just 
had. Something ftat’s very important, to me.“ 

“I understand, dear. But I can make it up to you in 
other ways. Ill prove it next time,” Norma assured hCT 
nmviy initiated partner. “When can I see you again? Here 
or anywhere you say.” . . 

“I’m out here several times a week. Usually later in the 
evening. Look me up here and maybe we can figure put 
a real blast. I have some friends who svould get a large 
charge out of a part)- like this. Tliey could watch Avhile 
%ve put on a show for them. Then maybe you’d like to 
watch while I demonstrated the real thing with one of 
the fellows?” 

“Are you sure I’d be safe firom them?” asked Norma 
worriedly. To watch such a performance might be very 
interesting if she could just watch and hate without hav- 
ing to fear. 

“Don’t you wony. I can handle them. I’ve never yet 
met a man I couldn’t handle, one way or another. -\rid 
the boys could learn a lot from you,” Carol assured her, 
new companion confidently. 

Then Carol jumped up from the bed and began dress- 
ing. “You stay here if you w-ant to. But I’ve got to rush. 
My friends will be wondering what happened to me;' 
And I may fell them. For laughs. Well, I’m off. Look me 
up again here ne.\t week. OKay?” 

.\s the door closed behind Carol, Norma still lolled 
in satiated contentment on the bed. Betw-een her physical 
ediaustion and the liquor, she felt deUghtfully sleepy. It 
was much too late to meet Susie, so Norma curled up for 
a httle snooze before going home. : ’ 

CHAPTER SLXTEEN 

Brad Morrison was literally sick with wony'. Not that , 
worrying did any good, but he couldn’t take any action' 
to solve his terrible problems until he could , figure but 
some plan that wouldn’t make things even worse than - 



ey were right now. 

It was bad enough when his impetuous and unrestraiU' 
love-maldng had so hurt and antagonized little Susie 
lat she was lost to him forever and treated him like 
e pariah he was. But now, on top of everything else, 
looked like he was about to be saddled with a wife he 
idn’t love or even like. Carol was notoriously and braz- 
nly promiscuous, the daughter of a known gangster and 
olitical boss of the worst type, and intended to use her 
arriage to him only as a disguise for her continuing 
sdidly immoral parties, to which he could not object, 
rad could not complain or explain to Big Bill Brandon, 
ler father. It would only enrage the violent and powerful 
)lder man and insure Brad's prompt death at the hands 
)f vengeful hired hoodlums. 

And despite Big Bill’s promises of rapid advancement 
nd preference as Carol’s husband, Brad knew that no 
imount of seeming success in his chosen profession could 
nake up for a loveless and immoral farce of a marriage, 
rioney and business achievement were fine, but they 
lould not make up for complete loss of personal herer 
ind self-respect. Carol would not limit herself to ere cr 
wo discreet affairs. Her many and continuous frrder- 
ties would make Brad the laughing stock of the wreie 
:ountryside. It sounded very melodramatic. But Frer.- 
lilemma had only two horns. Death or dishcrcr. 

Brad needed help but where could he £et itr Feur- 
lenly he thought of Bob Pond. They had ur rr- 
^ether, and Bob had sho^vn his lastins rriercsrirr 
.vaming him of Big Bill Brandon’s possible threrir or 
recount of Carol’s misbehariour. And while rrre 
tio definite knowledge of Big Bill’s connect'ers wfr 
Silver Palm and its girl-serviced moteL he was srse 
Bob Pond would have more useful infoimaifrr cr hirwir 
liandle the situation than he. Brad, did. Bred wr-Zf 
out to the night club and have a talk with the rfrrzec 
Irandsome manager. 


“Hello, Brad. You’re becoming quite a steady; custo-;^ 
mer out here,” Bob greeted bis.old'friend as Bind entere^,' 
the night dub. "Are you alone tonight?” 

“Yes, I am, Bob. And. I’m not here to have fun. Can I 
tell you about a big problem I have, and get some advice 
from you when. you have some time free?” - 
“Sure thing, Brad. I’m glad to help you out if 1 can,” . 
replied , the manager. "Go into the .office over there and 
wait a few minutes for ihe. I’ll be with you as soon, as 
J can, and -we can talk in privacy.” 

Brad paced the floor of the well-furnished office and; 
presently was joined by Bob. The whole problem was; 
so complicated, involving so many people, that Brad.- 
hd’dly knew where to begin his explanation. 

“Wait a second. Brad,” the manager interrupted ami- 
ably. ‘Take one thing at a time. Am I right in guessing 
that part of your trouble is about that little blonde ^1, 
Susie Perkins, that you had out here a couple of timesf^ 
‘Yes. She’s mixed up in it. How did you know?” : - ; 
“Because you gave her an engagement ring the first 
time you brought her here. The next time, she wasn’t - 
wearing the ring and acted very cold toward you. She was 
huddling under the protective and possessive wing of 
that bull-dyke who was with your party. And I've h^rd 
more about those two since then.” 

“What are you talking about. Bob? I haven’t told you 
about why Susie is furious and disappointed at me.”' 
Brad protested. 

‘You don’t have to spell it out for me. Ill admit you've 
got troubles, fellow. Losing out to another guy is bad. 
enough, when the girl is as cute as tbsit Susie is. But . ^ 
to lose her to another female is worse. But what can I : 
do about it to help you?” . . / ' . ' 

Brad stared in open-mouthed consternation at his 
feend, trying to assimilate this informatioh. “You mean . ' 
you thmk that Suste and that Norma person are — 
well, lovers?” . f 



“I don’t have to think, Brad. I guessed it the first time 
I saw them. And that butch, Norma, has boasted to me 
about her conquest of the h'ttle blonde.” 

"Ooooh. Tl)is is awful. Even worse than I thought," 
said Brad in desperation. “I tliought it was all because I 
was too rough, much too violent, with Susie right after 
I, gave her the ring.” 

"I don’t Imow anything about that. Brad. But I do 
know that a normal girl will forgive almost anything a 
man does to her if she is sure he loves her and wants to 
many’ her ” 

Brad was lost in the chaos of his thoughts for a mom- 
ent, and tlien he continued. “But Susie is only part of my 
troubles. Remember you warned me that Big Bill Bran- 
don might be after me on account of Carol?” 

‘Tes. I was afraid you might be in over your head 
when you started seeing that girl. She goes with a wild 
crowd” 

"Now I kmow. But Carol has been feeding her fatlier 
some garbage about being in love with me. So Big Bill 
iiad me up to his office for a talk. He wants me to marry 
Carol almost immediately, and he has it all figured out 
to make me a big-shot around here for Carol’s benefit.” 

“He can do it. Brad. He can be a very influential 
friend if he wants to,” said Bob seriously. 

“I’d rather be successful on my own merits. Especi- 
ally after wliat I’ve found out about Carol’s ideas of how 
a marriage should be worked. 'The only girl I want to 
marrv’ is Susie Perkins.” 

"Right now your only competition is this dyke, Nonna. 
If you can gel Susie out of her clutches, you OTjht to be 
able to convince her that old-fashioned passion between 
a inan and woman is better than any aE-girl deal that 
Norma can offer. I happen to know that Norma is cheat- 
ing on her already.” 

But where is Susie? How can I rescue her?'’ 

Do you kmow where Norma fives?” 



“Somewhere at the College; I guess.- Why?!’ 

“From something Norma said, I’ll bet .that yoiir icu^e ; 
little blonde is there now, .pining a\yay for her loving 
girl-friend. If you want her, go get her.” / 

“I will. Right now. But that doesn't get mis out of thei 
mess with Carol and her father.”, . 

“Settle one thing at a time. Brad,” Bob advised him. : 
“\Vhen you get back, maybe I can heilp yoii out some- 
more .with Big Bill Brandon.” 

As Brad Monison maneuvered his car out of the park- 
ing lot he vaguely saw a human figure come out of one 
of the motel rooms and begin to walk along the line 
of units toward the night club. Just as he was ready to ; 
swing out onto the main road for his trip to State Col- 
lege to find and rescue Susie, he noted that the unideh-; 
tified figure had stopped at the door of another motel 
room and was about to enter. Tlien Brad sped ofF in 
search of the girl he wanted to marry. 

Although Brad did not know it, the figure he had un-. 
consciously noted was Carol. She was just leaving the ! 
room where she had experienced her exotic initiation 
into Lesbian thrills, and was on her way to the bar of 
the night club where she was to meet her wild, swinging 
friends and plan what form their brawling orgy should! 
take for tonight. Carol was sure she had things all squared 
away with her father, by claiming she would he widv 
Brad Morrison. Her father seemed to like Brad and there 
was no way that either man could check up on her. Even - 
if she did get caught in her lies, Carol had supreme con- 
fidence in her ability to avoid any serious punishmehtr 
She could blame everything on Brad and her father would ; 
believe her. • , ■ 

The fact that she had already indulged in a passionate 
and rewarding sex-session with Norma did not 'darripen 
Carols anticipation and enthusiasm for the wild party ' 
still to come this evening. In fact, her experiences wth. 
Norma, satisfying as they had been, had only /whetted . 




Carol’s appetite and increased her expectation for more 
kicks to come. She was really insatiable and always on 
the lookout for more and more novel thrills. Carol was 
so engrossed with tlioughts of physical .sensuality, both 
past and future, that at first she hardly noticed tlie sob- 
bing moans coming from one doorway she passed, 

■When these sounds of pain and miser)' broke through 
into her consciousness, Carol stopped and went back to 
listen at the closed door. Tliere could now be no doubt 
about it. The person within was suffering terribly. And 
the voice sounded almost like a man’s. 

Carol was by nature a self-confident and aggressive 
person with a tendency to poke her nose into places where 
it did not belong. And she felt a sort of proprietary in- 
terest in anything connected witli the Silver Palm, since 
she was sure that her father had a controlling interest 
in the place. For these reasons Carol did not hesitate to 
open the door and step inside. 

The bitter sobs w'ere coming from a young man who 
lay on the large bed, his face buried in the pillow, and 
completely naked with the exception of a dark sock on 
one foot. A glance into the bath show'ed that he was 
alone in his misery. Standing with her back to the closed 
door by which .she had entered, Carol asked, “Hey. 
Wiat’s your trouble?” 

The )'oung man froze for an instant at hearing the un- 
cxjrccted question and then rolled over and sat up to stare 
at her. He w-as so distraught that he made no effort to 
. cover his nakedness from her gaze. 

are you? he demanded in fright and anger. 
"Leave me alone.” 

I heard you as I was passing. I Just came in to see if 
I could help,” said Carol honestly. 

She studied his e.xposcd body as impersonaHv as 
could. Not bad, she decided. A naked man hiz Lme 
possible meaning to Carol, for in the past st-.-ara: -Tran? 
she had rarely thought of anrihinc ecner: trnr r n-niTc 



now because you couldn’t perform like Tarzan and do a 
job for her?” 

Charlie stared at this amazingly forthriglit girl. His 
misery and hate were being replaced by surprise and 
awe. He nodded slightly to indicate tliat she was on the 
right track, 

“Then I still say she’s a bitch. And a fool, too," an- 
nounced Carol definitely. Her sex-oriented thoughts kept 
analysing the situaUon in her perpetual search for novel 
and rewarding thrills. Suddenly she came to a conclusion 
and acted on her decision. 

“Stand up, TarzanI” she commanded. 

In a daze of whirling hopes and fears Charlie slowly 
obeyed and stood facing her in his nakedness, 

"Go over and lock tlic door, Tarzan,” ordered Carol 
sternly. “We don't want anyone else barging in on us 
for a while,” 

Cliarlie shuffled across the room to obey, although he 
bad no idea why he should, ^^^len he turned to face her 
again he was increasingly conscious of her lush femin- 
inity, but he was no longer frightened of it. In a way it 
seemed to justify the fact that he was obe^ring her. He 
didn’t have to worry about his lack of virile aggressive 
manhood. If he was a slave of this exotic and dominating 
girl, all he h.id to do was obey her and cvciyihing would 
be all right. He didn’t have to prove himself. She would 
take care of everv’thing for both of them. 

Take off that sock you’re wearing,” ordered Carol as 
she continued to survey him arrogantly. As Charlie half- 
knelt to obey, he felt that he was in a sense bowing to her 
awesome female appearance and power. Wearing only 
one sock he had looked like a fool. And this wonderful 
girl didn’t want her loving slave to look like a fool. In 
serving her Charlie would be able to regain his self- 
respect and his manhood. 

"Come over here, Tarzan," ordered Carol, and when 
Cliarlie stood humbly before her she said, Now undress 



me. And do it right. Show me how wonderful and excit- 
ing and perfect I am. It will take a real man to please 
me. ; . 

She seemed so sure of herself that Charlie never qu'es- 
tioned her right to command him. This was, so differ- 
ent from his feeble fumbling efforts at intimacy a little 
while ago. With her to give orders, everything would 
come out all right. 

He could never remember all the details of the next 
half hour, but some vignettes were indelibly etched into 
him mind and soul. Holding and kissing and kneading her 
huge firm breasts on command after he had removed her 
dress and brassiere. Kneeling in humble adoration before 
her while removing her shoes and nylons and garter-belt. 
Standing servilely behind her while he struggled to get 
her dainty snug panties do^vn over her full feminine hips. 
He was obeying commands and had no emotional re- 
sponsibility himself, so his own body could respond as 
Nature intended and as this goddess demanded. 

Then he was lying on the bed with her beside him, 
caressing and stimulating her as she directed. From the 
Olympian heights of her domination she appreciated his 
services and complimented him on the firmness of his 
reaction to her divine beauty and closeness. Under her 
seemingly omnipotent power there could be no question 
of his maleness, so he did nat fail himself in anyiway. 
His e.xcitement held more of awe and worship than of 
human love, but there could be no doubt as to his ex- 
citement, as they both were well aware. . 

Now he was lying subserviently on the bed while his ■ 
divinely thrilling goddess crouched in domination oyer 
him. He felt an almost spiritual uplifting thrill as their 
flesh merged in the ultimate act of sensual worship of 
her beauty. He gloried in being permitted to express his 
adoration in this exquisite way, and , he devoted all his 
energies toward being worthy and pleasing her. She had 
said that it would take a real man to satisfy her, and he 
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was determined to qualify, under her all-powerful di- 
rection. 

As Carol finally soared into clenching moaning ecstas\% 
Charlie felt his own worshipping passions enipt in final 
proof of his devotion. He had amply demonstrated to her, 
and to himself, that he might be a humble slave, but 
we was a man. 

V\’lien sanity eventually returned to this oddly match- 
ed pair, each knew deep in his soul that they had found 
.sometliing that must not be lost. No longer would Carol 
have to keep searching for a love she could accept. Her 
former excesses had been in the nature of a contest in 
whicli she had to prove time and again that she was bet- 
ter than any man, and so deserved his respect. By demon- 
strating that she could out-do every man at his own game 
of physical virtuosity and promiscuity, she had sought to 
prove to herself tliat she was better than tliey were. 
Now she had a man, fully equipped to give her superb 
satisfaction in every way, who wanted and needed and 
worshipped her superiorit)'. Tliere was no necessity to 
prove her worthiness any more. He willingly and eagerly 
accepted her and worshipped her. more could she 

possibly desire? 

For Charlie, the lack of responsibility had been the 
important factor. He need not doubt himself or his abil- 
ities, if his perfectly feminine goddess knew he could 
.succeed and commanded him to do so. She needed a man, 
so he automatically became one. Anjlhing she wanted, 
he could perform. Separately they might be at war with 
the world, but together tliey made an unbeatable team 
for every aspect of living, including this important item 
of giving and receiving sensual rewards. 

They lay in .silence on the bed, digesting and slowly 
accepting what they had discovered. Much later Carol 
said, “Show me how much you love me by making love 
to me again." Charlie kjicw that he would be able to 
obev fullv and wonderfully any commatu’ ’"“knight 


give him. After all, he was a man. . ^ 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

It was quite late in the evening before Big Bill Bran- 
don was finished with his last conference and interview 
for the day. It had been a busy day, as usual, but his 1)^6 
of success could only be achieved by long hours and 
shrewd thinldng. You had to keep thinking one jump 
ahead of your competition and your employees if you 
wanted to stay on top of the heap. 

He glanced at his watch and decided that he still had 
time to check up on a couple more things. If he drove 
out to Silver Palm right now, without telling anyone he 
was coming, he would find out bow things were going 
under the evident!)' capable management of Bob Ponci, 
and he would also be able to see how his daughter, Carol, 
was making out with Brad Morrison. She told him that 
s''e would be out at the club with her fiance, and Big Bill 
could also check up on Bob’s report that Carol was occa- 
sionally a trouble maker and associating with dubious 
company. And as a final inducement for the trip, Big 
5- Bill would like a couple of drinks for a night-cap before : 
i (C went to bed. 

Big Bill walked into the bar and had ordered his drink 
before he saw anybody he knew. He was sure he had hot 
been identified by anyone, which gave him a good chance 
to see the place in operation. The customers at the b& 
were being served promptly and well and seemed to.be ; 
enjoving themselves. 'There were a number of good-, 
look-ing girls in evidence, and Big Bill wondered idly , 
which of them were legitimate dates of the men they were 
\yith and which of them were the girls who worked the 
motel as call-girls. 

Over by the office. Bob Ponci %vas talking seriously 
with a girl who seemed very young and attractive and 
Big Bill studied her closely. She seemed almost childishly 
naive in dress and general appearance, but the hold ^ 


bulges of her breasts beneath lier sweater, her lithely 
slim waist, and the firm swelling of her short skirt over 
her hips made her superbly exciting to the older man, 
even at this distance. She must be one of the hired motel- 
girls, since she was talking so earnestly with Bob. 

“I’m sorry you don’t feel well, Dottie,” Bob was saying 
to Cissie Reynolds in real sympathy. “Are you coming 
down with a virus or something?’’ 

“I don’t know, really. I feel all funny in my stomach, 
but not like a stomach-ache,’’ she answered. “It started 
a little while ago and it’s getting worse. I think I’d better 
be going home before I feel any worse. I couldn’t handle 
any more customers tonight, the way I’m feeling.’’ 

“.Are you sure y'ou’re up to driving back to College 
alone? I don’t want you to take any unnecessary chances, 
y'ou know.’’ 

. “Because sick employes are bad for business?” she ask- 
ed, looking up into his worried face. 

“You know better tlian that, Dottie. Here at the club 
our association has to be business-like. But I tlu’nk I’ve 
proved that I like you personally', too.” Bob assiured her 
tenderly. “Haven’t I tried to make things easy’ for you 
in es'cry way in the few days that you’ve been woridng 
here?” 

"I was only kidding. Bob. I really appreciate the \%'a\'s 
y'ou’ve helped me. It hasn’t been nearly as bad as I fear^ 
it would be. I’ve certainly learned a lot, including the 
fact that I can trust you.” 

"Could you like and trust me enough to have a date 
with me sometime?" Bob asked. ’Then, as he saw fear 
flash across her face, he went on, “I mean pst a 
^^■’e’ll both forget all about the Silver Palm and whr ren 
are working here. Would you like that?” 

Cissie continued to look up at him, stud'.-ini hi; 
and trying to make up her mind. He was 
worldly, and masculine. And he had csrtainlv denrnstnar- 
ed that he liked her, even though the cendh^'^-t 


meeting and working together, could have allowed him 
to beliave quite diflterently tWard her. But now, feeling 
as awful as she did and getting worse all the time, was 
hardly the occasion to make any decisions on such a 
subject. - 

“Let me think about it a little, Roberto,” she said 
quietly. “Maybe it would be fun. Ask me again, soon.” 

Bob reached out and tenderly took her hand. “111 do 
that, Dottie,” he said as he squeezed her hand lighdy and 
held her eyes with his. "And oh our date I’m going to 
call you ‘Cissie’. Then you can be your real self, not 
‘Dottie*, the girl who works here.” 

“That sounds like the way I’d like it,” said Cissie. “Bui 
for now I’d better get going.” 

“Would you like me to drive you home? I can get 
away from here for a little while if you want” offered 
the manager. He gave a quick glance around the room 
to make sure that things were still running smoothly, and 
saw a familiar but unexpected figure approaching. Big 
Bill Brandon. 

“Hello, Bob,” greeted the politician, his gaze more con- 
cerned \vith appreciating Cissie’s vouthful beauty. 

"Good evening, Mr. Brandon. It’s a pleasant. surprise. to 
see voii here tonight." ' 

“JiLst thought I’d drop in and see bow things were 
going and say Hello to my daughter and Brad Morrison. 
They are meant to be here.” ; 

“I saw them earlier but they don’t seem to be around 
right now,” replied Bob evasively. 

“Then at least you can introduce me to this delightful 
young lady. Is she an employe here?” 

“Yes, .she is,” said Bob, not realizing where his admisr 
■sion might lead. “This is Dottie. Meet Mr. Brandon who 
i.s a well known man around this area.” 

"Good evening, Mr. Brandon,” said Cissie, smiling! 
“I’ve heard of you.” 

“Then to make us even, come back to the bar and have 


older man. 

'Thanks, hut I don’t feel v/elJ " said Gir.'e ser/ovih.-, 
T was just going home.” 

“A drink won’t take long and wj'l! make v.o'j fee! be?- 
ter ” said Big Bill woth authority as he grs?:>ed her e''x;-v,' 
and led her toward the bar, . 

Cissie shot a pleading glance at th 
could only shrug his shoulders helplessly, Vrt.sir. 

Bill Brandon v/anted something, he alv/ays gel As 
Bill and Cissie settled onto the stools. Bob gave p;.er * 
rea.S3tirir_g pat on the shoulder and excused ifete!;, 
Cisise kr.ew that he v/ould tiv' to get her out of here as 
soon a.s he C'-sd-d, 

"'/o-: are a '/er;/ lo'/ely girl, Doltie,” said Big Bill, i,ac,h- 
ing hfs stooi oo'er so that his shoulder and thigh v.-ere 
touch.T.g herr, ““Aliat kind of v/ork do you do here at the 
Silver Palm?' 

"V/eE:, errh you see, I’ve only been here 

a fe-w cayr,’' reohed Cissie in confusion. The pains in her 
hr-ver ahdcmen were so 'riolent that she could hardly talk, 
and this v.-as a most av/Jr^/ard question. 

"Don't won-y. Dottie,” chuckled Big Bilk sipping his 
drink, T wonh embarrass you any more. T Icnow abou'; 
the special ar.'angements they have here, and I iust want- 
efl to make .sore that vou v/ere one of the girls. You're S ' 
yomogand pretty. I'll bet vou are one of the college girhv 
is ll.-at right?” 

"Yes, it is, Mr. Brandon. But hovr do you luiow .snmur . . 
abmrt it?” 

“Oh. I know Bob pretty v.'ell. And I know th.c C''.’.;;-,: 
too. My dau^jter goes there. Carol Brandon. 

“Oh, yes. I’ve heard of her,” said Cissie vapie'y 
pains in her IcA-er body v/ere becoming 'in v---' 
rm/ere jnd it was hard for. her = ... 

‘rxie she had hea,'d of Carol Bn 
for bei ,’:2 w,vd waj widespread, v.* 
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it or not. And if he was anything like his daughter, Cissie . 
wanted to get away from him as. soon as she could; She 
was feeling much too sick to even consider taking on an- 
other customer tonight. But did she dare just -walk off 
and leave him? If she didi’t, Cissie was afraid she’d faint 
or something right here at the bar, and that would he 
awful. Attracting public attention like that might lead to 
the revelation of why she was here so often, and tha 
would ruin everything, including her whole future. 

By the time Brad Morrison got out to State CoUeg 
in bis search for little Susie Perkins, it was so late tha 
he could make no formal inquiries as to where Norai 
Allen, the Phys Ed instructor lived. However, he di- 
find a man airing Ins dog on a street bordering the cam 
pus, and got the information that a number of femal 
faculty members had apartments in buildings nearby. 

Brad parked his car and began to hunt, hoping tha 
Susie was still waiting at Norma’s place. In the lobby o 
the first building he entered, Norma’s name was no 
listed, so he left to try the next. There were many car 
parked for the night along the curb, and suddenly Brat 
stopped, staring. There was Susie’s car, and in the fron 
seat sat a tiny huddled figure. 

By now Susie was just recovering from hysterics. SIk 
bad been waiting forever, it seemed, even though he 
watch claimed it was only about eight hours. Since threi 
o’clock this afternoon, she had just been sitting there 
expecting Norma momentarily, and now it was abou 
midnight. Her body was being continually scorched am 
inflamed by the unquenched fires left over from hei 
preliminary excitement in the wood-shaded pool wifl 
Norma several days before. And after the first hour or. st 
of wailing, Susie’s soul was being seared by the realiza 
tion that Norma was intentionally avoiding her. It nevei 
occurred to Susie that Norma might have met with aii 
accident or been unavoidably detained. Norma could 


handle any situation, and would have been here on 
time to meet her lovely little doll, — if she had wanted 
to, Susie could not sit still, and all her squirmings and 
twistings only reminded her more of how much she need- 
ed Norma and her wonderful physical love. It was as 
much jealousy as disappointment that was bothering 
Susie. 

Sxisie dared not leave the car for fear of missing Norma 
when she arrived. By eight o’clock, the little blonde was 
being tortured by hunger as well as the other physical 
and mental torments which harrassed her. Then came 
bitter scalding tears of sorrow and frustration, and soon 
Susie was emotionally exhausted by the strength of her 
own reactions. But still her sensual arrousal continued 
to annoy and tantalize her, and anger and hate against 
the girl who was causing all this blended into her con- 
fused feelings. Why had Norma showed her all the beauty 
and pleasure which could be derived from her body, and 
then left her unsatisfied like this? Only a cruel and hate- 
ful person would do such a thing. Maybe her Mother 
was right, after all. Maybe anything to do with sex was 
basically evil and could only cause suffering and punish- 
ment for those who indulged in it. She had been hurt 
terribly during her one experience with Brad Morrison, 
and now she was being made to suffer from trying to en- 
joy forbidden pleasures with Norma. 

For the last hour or so, Susie had just been sitting 
woodenly in her car. She would wait for Norma if it took 
a week. She must face her tormentor and bluntly accuse 
her of leading her into sinful ways. Only then could 
Susie again retire into the placid, unfeeling emotional 
vacuum which Mother prescribed as the only proper and 
safe way for a girl to exist. Maybe the insistent yearnings 
in her body, which were now nearly driving her mad, 
would eventually subside and leave her in anaesthetic 
peace, free of all desires. 

It was at about this stage of Susie’s emotional upheaval 


that she became conscious of a large figure standing mo- 
tionless beside her car. After the first instant: of surprise, 
slie recognized Brad, and her reaction was a mixttrre of 
relief that it was someone she knew, and increased alarm 
that it was someone who represented a very real menace 
to her. 

"Hello, Susie. Don’t be frightened of me. I’ve come 
to take you home.” 

“No. Go away. I don’t want to go home. I don’t , want 
to go anywhere with you. Go away.” 

"Don't act like that, Susie,” said Brad reassuringly as he 
approached the car. “I’m not going to hurt you. I love 
you. And I just want to help you." ' , 

“Yes, I k-now. You showed me once,” replied the girl 
bitterly. 

“I’ve tried to apologize to you for what happened that 
time. But now I just want to gef you out of this awful 
mess you're in.” 

"I’m all right. Just leave me alone. I’m not in any 
mess.” » 

“You are, whether you want to admit it or not. Wait- 
ing for Norma like this can only get you even deeper into 
trouble. Especially when she’s not coming back here to 
meet you toniglit,” said Brad slowly. . 

“Yes, she is." replied Susie desperately. “She has to 
come back to me. She loves me. She told me so, and it 
must be true. She has to come back. I’ll go crazy if I have 
to stay feeling like this any longer." 

“If you won’t let me take you home, Susie, at least let 
Tie take you to Norma right now. You can’t spend the 
whole night sitting in a car on the street like this. The 
police will be asking you embarrassing questions if you 
try it,” said Brad reasonably. 

‘Tou know where Norma is now?” asked Susie , in 
ilarm and surprise. Then she became wary again. ‘Tou , 
Mn’t know anything about Norma. She wouldn’t have 
inything to do with you. You're a man 1 ! You’re just 


trying to get at me again. Just like last time.” 

Brad sighed in resignation and tried to control the 
anger that was boiling in his heart. Whether Susie want- 
ed it or not, he was determined that she should escape 
from the foul plot that was building up aroimd her. May- 
be he would never be able to many her, but at least he 
could spare her from public humiliation arid from the 
mess she had gotten into. Nonna’s wild and perverted 
behaviour was becoming known to too many people. 
When the ejcplosion and exposure came, Susie was not go- 
ing to be ruined by association, if he could prevent it. 

“Now listen carefully, Susie. I’m not going to let you 
stay here like this. I’ll take you home or I’ll take you to 
where Norma is now, but you’re going with me. Shall we 
use your car or mine?” 

"Get away from me 11 If you try to touch me or any- 
thing, I’ll scream for help.” 

‘Tou don’t dare, Susie, You’re coming with me now. 
If you want to scream, I’ll have a lot to tell the police 
when they arrive. About you and Norma and the Silver 
Palm and Big Bill Brandon, and his dau^ter, Carol.” 

When Susie still refused. Brad reached into the car, 
opened the door, and Avith his great masculine strength 
and determination, he easily lifted the tiny blonde out. 
She tried to struggle ib his arms but it did no good and 
she was afraid to call out. It might enrage Brad into kill- 
ing her, — and she didn’t want a lot of strangers listen- 
ing to what he might say about her and her relations 
with Norma. Almost as easily as if she had been a baby, 
she felt herself carried in Brad’s powerful arms along the 
quiet street. He kept talking quietly to her, and by the 
time they reached his car a block away, Susie felt a little 
calmer. To her intense surprise, she knew that being held 
close in his tender and proprietary embrace was making 

her feel less deserted and lonely and franticallv bewild- 
ered. 

He opened the door of his car and gentiv put her ccw:: 
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on the seat. Tlien he went ^ound and got in behind the 
wheel. As he started up Birad asked, “Do -you want to go 
home? Or shall I take you to the Silver Palrh?” . 

“I don’t know. I guess I don't really, care,” wailed Susie, 
huddling into her comer, as far from Brad’s menace as 
possible. Then in a steadier voice she asked, “Are you 
sure Nonna’s there?” • . , . 

“She was. But I don’t think she would want to see you. 

I gathered that she was quite busy with someone else.” 

“I can hardly believe it,” murmured Susie. “That she’d 
leave me and go off, knowing how much I need her now.” 
Then Susie realized how much she was admitting to Brad 
of her relationship with Norma. But he seemed to know 
about it already. And he was not horrified or disgusted 
with her for it. In fact, he had even repeated that he still 
loved her. 

They drove along in silence for a while, but each of 
them was contemplating his own side of their diverse 
and shared nroblems. Before they reached the Silver 
Palm nightclub, Susie somehow found herself over on . 
Brad’s side of the front seat, snuggling for protection 
.against his broad shoulder. She remembered vividly the 
awful things that had happened between them that terr 
rible night months ago, but now those painful and humili- 
ating intimacies didn’t seem so bad. No matter what her . 
Mother kept advising, Susie knew that she needed the' 
acceptance and ecstasy that two people could give eadi , 
other bv being physically and emotionally close in every 
wav. Norma had taught her the joys that her body could ' 
bring. But Norma had also taught her that unnatural 
nassions could not be trusted and could not. be more 
than passing fancies. What could the future hold for two 
girls if thev always had to hide their love from the rest ; 
of the world? • . . . 

As the car swung into the parking lot at .the Silver 
Palm, Susie looked up at Brad and asked, “Dan von ever; ■: 
forgive me for what I’ve doner 


“Of course, Susie. Remember, I made, a terrible mis- 
take, too. I just hope that we can start out fresh after all 
this is over. I still love you with all my heart, and I still 
have the ring, for whenever you want to take it again.” 

With a shy wry ^ile, Susie said, “Two such complete 
fools as we are, ought to make a perfect pair.” 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

As the time dragged on through the evening with no 
message from her daughter. Mother Perkins became more 
and more alarmed. Susie had said that she would be 
staying at College to see her friend, Norma, after classes, 
but it was now hours after diimer-time and Susie had 
neither appeared nor phoned as to her whereabouts. 

Calling Norma’s apartment at the College had pro- 
duced no answer, and Mrs. Perkins didn’t dare call the 
police for help yet. If everything was all right, she would 
look like a foolish old woman. And, if anything was 
wrong, the police would notify her as soon as they knew 
anything. There was only one other place that Mother 
Perkins thought of, the Silver Palm. She had heard it 
mentioned several times, and maybe Susie and Norma 
had gone there and forgotten to phone. 

Mrs. Perkins looked up the number in the phone direc- 
tory and called. She would ask for Norma, for certainly 
nobody there would know Susie by name. 

“Good evening. The Silver Palm.” 

“Hello. I mean ‘Good Evening’.” said Mother Perkins, 
somewhat flustered. “Do you know a teacher from the 
College? A Norma Allen?” ~ 

“Yes, I think I know Miss Allen,” replied Bob Ponci 
smoothly. 

‘‘^Vell, is she there this eyening?” asked Mother Per- 
kins worriedly. 

“I think Miss Allen was here earlier. I'm not sure if she’s 
still here,” said Bob evasively. If this was another Lesbian 
pal of Nonna’s, he wanted to avoid trouble. .Xet these 
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two female homos start fighting, and he might have, a 
real brawl on his hands. Tliat Would bring the' cops and 
a lot of unwanted publicity of the wrong land., "May I 
take a mesage for Miss Allen, if she’s still here?" ' . 

“Maybe that won’t be necessary'. Can you tell me if 
there was another girl with her? It’s the .other girl I’m 
really looking for.’! ■ / - 

Bob’s mind flashed from Norma to Dottie to Carol , 
Brandon, and he smiled as he replied, ‘Tes. I can de- 
finitely say that Miss Allen is with another girl.” 

“Thank you. 'That’s all I need to know,” said Mother, 
Perkins and hung up. Susie was safe, but there was some- 
thing wrong somewhere. That man on the phone hadn’t 
sounded trustworthy. Just like all men. You couldn’t trust 
them as far as you couW see them where there was a 
pretty girl involved. Especially in a wicked place like 
a nightclub. 

It took another few minutes for Mother Perldns to 
worry herself into the stage where she had to do some- 
thing, but then she phoned for a cab and had. herself 
driven out to the Silver Palm, so she could see for herr, 
self what was happening to Susie. ; 

Meanwhile Bob Pond was getting more and more .up- 
set at the interest Big Bill Brandon was taking in Dottie. 
She had said she was feeling sick and wanted to go honae 
while she still could manage it alone. But the most im; 
portant consideration was that Bob could not bring himy , 
self to even imagine the lovely young girl as being sub- . 
jected to Big Bill’s sexual demands. So far Bob had been 
able to save her from being ravaged by any of the cuK 
turners to whom she had sold herself, and only now that' 
Big Bill definitely wanted her, did Bob admit to himself 
how much he had come to love her. He had to save her, 
from any further danger, espedally from Big Bill, right * 
now, before it was to late. ! r 

The manager approached the politician and the youth-; 
ful girl at the bar. “Could I speak to Dottie for a mbrrient ; . 



on business, Mr. Brandon?" he asked. 

‘All right, Bob,” replied the older man, his face flushed 
with alcohol and desire. He had forgotten about his ori- 
ginal intention of seeing his daughter and her alleged 
fiance. He was only concerned with having this cute 
young girl, and the sooner tlie better. As the owner of the 
Silver Palm he had some rights and privileges, and a 
passion-session with tliis exquisite dame was one he want- 
ed to collect on soon. “But bring her back right away. 
We’II want to use one of the motel units for a while, won’t 
we Dottie?” 

“I’m afraid I can’t tonight, Mr. Brandon,” said Cissie 
in panic. “Before you got here I told Roberto tliat I felt 
sick and wanted to go home,” 

“To hell with that,” said Big Bill in his softly menacing 
v'oice. “You can go home later, after you and I have had 
a little visit.” 

Cissie glanced at Bob in fright, begging him to help 
f\er out of this terrible situation. She was pale and s^veat- 
ing from the pain in her abdomen, and even tlie thought 
of being intimate with anyone was too much to consider. 

. She might have been able to go through with serving 
him under ordinary circumstances, but now it was out of 
- the question. 

Bob understood the situation, but was caught in the 
middle between two violently conflicting interests, to 
both of which he owed allegiance. His whole business 
future hung on staying in good with Big Bill Brandon 
and his local political power. But only now did he realize 
Jiow seriously his heart was involved with Cissie Reyn- 
olds. This dilemma could tear him apart, for either way 
he would lose. 

“Here’s a pass-key, Mr. Brandon,’ said Bob stalling for 
lime before he made the fateful decision, liou go out 
and take one of the empty units. I’ll have Dottie or.some 
other lovely girl out to take care of you in just a ew 
minutes.” . - . 
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Big Bill took the key, staring threateningly at' his, em 
ploye, and said, “All right, Boh: But it had better be thii 
Dottie, and soon, if you. know what’s good for you. : 
wouldn’t want to be crossed up.” , . 

While Big Bill left the bar and headed out to the mote 
part of the set-up, Bob led Cissie toward the office. Shi 
was so pale and weak that he wondered if she could maki 
it even with his hand steadying her arm to keep her fron 
staggering. Once inside, he helped- Cissie lie down dri i 
couch. 

"Stay here just a minute, darling,” he told her gentlj 
“I saw Dr. Waring come in a little while ago. I’ll get hiii 
to come in and take care of you.” 

“Thanks, Roberto,” murmured Cissie through tews an 
clenched teeth. “I’m sorry to have made such a mess o 
things tonight, but I can’t stand this pain much longer. 

Almost immediately Bob was back, accompanied h; 
Dr. Waring. After a preliminary moment, the doctor a.sk 
ed Bob to leave, for he would have to examine the patien 
more thoroughly to confirm his suspicions. 

As Bob left the office, the head waiter came up am 
told him that there was a middle-aged woman, alone 
demanding to see a Miss Norma Allen. Bob’s mind flash 
ed back to the phone call half an hour previous; and ti 
Norma’s probable whereabout in her motel suite wit] 
Carol Brandon. He walked to the foyer and began tfdk 
ing courteously svith Mother Perkins, trying to discoye 
what she wanted and to avoid trouble. 

Meanwhile Norma had hazily awakened from the naj 
which her sensual satiation and her many drinks hac 
made necessary. Her dismal failure to get any pleasur< 
from the hired call-girl was more than compensated foi 
by the superb ecstasy and satisfaction which she 
Carol had experienced together. Norma hoj^ed that foj 
the future Carol’s wild Hedonistic abandon would b« 
much more fun than Susie’s shy and modest acceptance 
. of Lesbian activities. And there had also been'the promise. 
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that Norma could watch while Carol indulged herself 
with a man, without herself being menaced by any mas- 
culine demands. 

Norma rose and stretched luxuriantly before she slow- 
ly started to dress. She’d have another drink at the bar, 
and see if she could find Carol, to make a definite date 
for some evening in the near future. As Norma left her 
suite and started the short distance to the night club, she 
heard ”oices approaching from that direction, and saw 
a lone male figure walking toward her. Hastily Norma 
retreated to her own room, for she certainly did not want 
to get mixed up with any men at a time like this. 

The single male figure that Norma had seen was Big 
Bill Brandon. Armed with Bob’s pass-key, he was walk- 
ing along the line of units,, hunting for one that was not 
occupied, where he could wait for the arrival of that cute 
girl he had ordered. All the cabins nearest the club were 
obviously occupied, and then Big Bill heard boisterous 
male voices approaching, the same one tibat Nonna had 
heard. Big Bill did not want to be identified by anyone, 
so he stepped into a dark narrow alley to wait till the 
noisy group of young men had passed. And while there 
he could hot help overhearing what the approaching 
young fellows were saying. 

"You must be kidding, Johnny. No dame will go for 
everything with everybody, the way you claim this Carol 
will,” said one voice. 

"No, I’m levelling with you, Dom, I’ve been in on deals 
like this with her a dozen times already. The sky’s the 
limit as to what 'she’ll do. And with any guy that wants 
it,” repli^ the fellow called Johnny. 

"What is she, — some beat-up old hag? And how much 
do you have to pay her?” 

“Hell, no. She a real cute young chick, a college girl. 
And you don’t have to pay her anything. Her old man 
has plenty of dough, and they say he’s some kind of a 
big shot aroimd here.” 
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“You make it sound like a terrific deal, man. But where 
is she?” • - , 

"1 told her I’d meet her here tonight with some pals of 
mine, for a real swinging party'. She’s not in the bar, so 
well find her in one of the cabins along here. Youll never 
forget tonight, once you’ve see this dame perform.” 

The group of expectant young fellows passed and Big 
Bill found himself quiv'ering with shame and rage as he 
knew without a shadow of a doubt that they had been 
talking about his only daughter. So it was true! Carol 
was an even worse tramp than Bob Ponei had tried to 
hint and warn him. She was notorious for being eager 
to take on whole crowds of fellows and satisfy their 
every whim. 

Violent anger welled up within Big Bill Brandon. He 
wanted revenge. First on Carol, for the shame she had 
brought onto herself and him. Later he could demand 
retribution from all the men who had availed themselves 
of tne favors she so freely bestowed. But he had to act 
right now. Before he exploded from his seething rage. 

With the pass-key in his hand, Big Bill opened the 
door of the nearest motel suite. All the lights were bh 
and he found a slim, well-dressed, and somewhat startled 
young woman standing beside a rumpled bed when he 
burst in. 

"Where’s Carol?” he demanded brusquely. : 

"1 I don’t know,” replied Norma, wincing under 

his terrible wrath. “She was here %vith me a while ago, 
but I haven’t seen her for an hour.” 

“Are you a pal of hers for these gang-bangs?” demand- 
ed Big Bill vaguely indicating the crowd of fellows who' 
were now returning. 

"With a man?” questioned Norma in disgust. “Of course 
not. Wliat Carol and I enjoy together is much more beau- 
tiful than any man could give us.” . ' 

Big Bill stared at Norma for a moment as the full! 
meaning of her words sank in. Then despair mixed Avith 


his towering rage as he said, “So she goes for girls, too? 
Worse and worse. Well I’ll put a stop to all this crazy 
playing around, if it’s the last thing I ever do. ’ 

He stormed out of the room and Norma fearfully fol- 
lowed him. The suite next-door was unoccupied, al- 
though it had obviously been used not long before, Tlie 
next unit in the. line was quickly unlocked by the key in 
Big Bill’s hand, but a chain on the door kept him from 
entering. He peered through the narrow slot and saw 
unmistakably the head and most of the nude body of his 
errant daughter. 

“Carol? Carol, let me in right now,” bellowed Big 
Bill. “I’ve caught you and Brad, and I’ve learned a lot 
more about the things you do.” 

He could see frantic movements on the bed, and then 
Carol was walking serenely toward him, still completely 
naked but unconcerned. “Hello, Dad. I wasn’t expecting 
you, but come on in.” 

She unfastened the chain, and Big Bill thrust his way 
in, furtively followed by Norma. Mr. Brandon stopped in 
amazement when he saw that the man who had been so 
busily occupying the bed with Carol was not Brad Mor- 
rison, but a smaller, cowering man, a complete stranger. 

“Who’s that?” demanded Big Bill, pointing an accus- 
ing finger at the quaking Charlie. 

“His name is Charlie,” Carol told her father as she 
sat down on the bed and patted the scared and quaking 
young fellow’s shoulder to reassure him. “We have just 
been making some really wonderful discoveries about 
each other.” 

“I’ll bet,” sneered her father. ‘The same things you did 
with every other man in the county, you bitch?” 

“No, I don’t mean those things. Dad,” said Carol calm- 
ly. “And you might as well stop calling me names and 
getting yourself so righteously wrought up. After all, 
your connection with the Silver Palm, and your connec- 
tion with a lot of other unsavory things around Indian 



Falls, hardly permits you to do’ much in the .way of 
name-calling and indignation. If I’ve been doing a lot of 
wrong things, I learned about them from- you and your 
businesses.” ’ 

Big Bill Brandon wa:s stunned at this blunt counter- , 
attack, from his daughter. Finally he asked iquietly, "Well, 
what about this Charlie?” \ 

"I’m not sure yet," answered Carol. Then she turned 
to the frightened young man on the bed and asked: 
‘Would you marry me, Charlie? I think we have a lot to 
offer each other. And I don’t mean only in bed.” 

‘Tes. Sure, Carol,” said Charlie, so surprised he could 
hardly speak. “After all, you made me a man, so I want 
to be your man.” 

While all this had been happening within the rooih, 
the occupants had been so occupied with their o\vn affairs 
that they had not noticed that a group bad assembled 
outside the still open door and were looking in in won- 
der and amazement. 'The bunch of fellows who had been 
hunting for Carol were standing around with their eyes 
and mouths open, and from opposite directions came 
Bob Pond, accompanied by Mother Perkins, and Brad 
Morrison, escorting Susie. The brightly lighted open 
' door and the raised voices had attracted them, with Bob 
coming from the bar and Brad coming from the parking 
lot. 

“There she is. That’s Carol, the dame I was telling you 
guys about,” exclaimed -one of the predatory males in 
the group. ‘Xet’s all go in fellows. It looks like a real wild 
brawl is ready to start.” 

The young fellows crowded into the room in ardeiit 
anticipation, and Norma retreated' in alarm to , the far 
side of the room, leaving Big Bill in shocked silence to 
r^el the invaders. Just then Bob Ponci and Mother Pct- 
Idns arrived. Bob thrust his way in and demanded ^^th.- 
authority, ‘What’s going on here?” . 

When he saw Big Bill Brandon, Carol Brandon whd 
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seemed undisturbed by the fact that she was still com- 
pletely unclothed, the pansy Charlie also nude on the 
bed, and the Lesbian Norma, all in the room, with the 
excited young fellows crowding in around them, Bob 
could not figure out what was going on. 

“Tliere she is ! screamed Mother Perkins, pointing 
an accusing finger at Norma. "There’s the woman who 
dragged my innoment little child out to this den of 
iniquity. Norma, what have you done with Susie?” 

“Wlio in hell are you?” demanded Big Bill staring at 
the excited older woman. Then he turned to his daughter 
and bellowed, "And where in hell is that Brad Morrison 
you were meant, to have a date with here tonight? Is he 
outside somewhere, selling tickets to this orgy?” 

“No, Mr. Brandon. I’m right here,” announced Brad as 
he came into the room with Susie. 

Big Bill spun around to face this new arrival, and then 
Susie screamed, “Mother, what are you doing here? And 
Norma? Why are you . here with all these people, when 
you know I’ve been waiting so long for you at home?” 

Then the scalding turmoil in her body and the repeated 
horrible shocks to her soul became too much for Susie 
to ‘stand, and she fainted away into Brad’s strong arms. 
This seemed to snap the bonds of confusion and despair 
which had been restraining Big Bill. He whirled on the 
intruding group of young fellofs and began shoving 
them out of the room. Brad gently placed Susie on the 
bed and, with Bob Ponci helping, they soon had the 
suite cleared of all but the principal characters in their 
strange scene. Even Charlie got on his trousers and help- 
ed eject the last of the predators. 

Tlien the four women and four men sat down and 
tried to straighten things out. 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

A little later Dr. Wanng appeared and spoke privatdv 
with Bob Ponci. “That girl you asked me to look over is 
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now haemorrhaging quite severely'. Shell Be all right, 
Im sure, but I’ve arotige^ for her to go to the local hos- 
pital for the night.’*- 

Then the doctor loohed deeply into Bob’s eyes and 
spoke slowly and, meahingf^y. “Is this girl really imr 
portant to you as you saidr 

“Yes, she is. Doctor. She’s the most important person 
in the world to me. 'And I think it’s becoming mutual. I 
certainly hope so; Why are you asking?’^ 

“Well, her record should read that she has suffered a 
spontaneous miscarriage,” relied the doctor. “But since 
she is such a good friend of yours, and not yet married 
to you, I think we can report that she is just having a 
haemorrhage from some tmknown cause." 

“That is very thoughtful of you. Doctor. She and I both 
appreciate your diplomacy. How soon will the ambulance 
be here for her?” 

‘Tn a few minutes. She’s safe and comfortable now, and 
should be back to normal in a few days.” 

“I'll be in to see her before she leaves, and ride to the 
hospital %vith her. And when you go back now, be sure to 
give her my lo\’e, till I get there.” 

tVhen Bob rejoined the hectic meeting in the motel,' 
Carol, still wholly naked, w'as just firushing w'hat had evi- 
dently been a long and strong speech. 

‘I’m not trving to put all the blame on my father, and 
his underhand, illegal way of living. I’m just saying that 
I’ve been a damned fool about the things I’ve done. . I 
was trying to make up in quantity and variety for what 
I should ha\'e been haring in depth and quality. But no%v 
that’s aB changed. Charlie and I have found what we 
need. In each other. The adjustments won’t be easy or ‘ 
perfect for us, but I’m sure we’ll succeed. And anybody, 
that tries to stop us wil have a real fight on his hands. 
From both of us.” 

Big Bill Brandon stared from his daughter to the than , 
she had so decisively picked for her husband. Then he 


ii a maimet tKat stowed iis detraminatos!, I- Ay 
to I've toea a-fooV loo. I've piobably done a iot cl 
thlogs I shooldo't. But my only excuse is that I was Hying 
to get power , and money to provide secunty tor CaroL 1 
nearly ndned her, instead, rtom now on Im going to 
play things straight md legal. That goes for the Siiv« . 

. Palm here and all my other connection. Sta^g ri^t 
now, Boh Pbnci is to run this place on a strictly le^ti-. 

. mate basis.”- ' ■ - - 

Wren the meeting broke up, Mother Perkins began to 
fuss like a mother-hen‘ over Susie who had been listen- - 
ing intently. Nonna was also' being very solicitous about 
the little blonde girl, but Brad Morrison quietly pushed . 
his way in and sat down beside Susie on the bed with 
one of his big arms thrown protectively arovmd her 
shoulders.' He looked up at the frowning faces of Nonna 
and Mother Perkins after a loving smile for the petite - 
blonde girl beside him. 

“Susie and I have had quite a talk this evening, be- , 
fore all the excitement started here. I don’t know jurf 
how I did it, but I feel that Susie and I are now on 
the same side. We’re a solid team, working together in 
what seems to be a three-cornered struggle for control 
of her, body and soul.” 

Brad paused, and both Moftier Perkins and Norma 
started to speak in defense of their interest in the tiny 
beautiful girl. But Brad held up his hand, commanding 
silence till he had finished. 

This battle for Susie had her mother trying to enforce 
absolute celibacy and emotional sterility on one side. 
Then Norma tried to entice her into an exclusivelv 
feminine emotional entanglement, for a second alterna- 
tive. And I’ve wanted her to be my wife. I would have 
won a long time ago if I had not been stupidly violent 
and violently stupid. But she has now given me another 
chance, and I’m sure Fm going to win.” 

Again the t\vo hovering women started to protest, each 



determined that her sch^e was the best for Susi'e.' But 
again Brad cut them off as he spoke. . . 

“Because Susie and I stiU have a lot of discussing and 
planning and things to do, I suggest that Norma drive 
Mrs. Perkins home sometime soon. The two of you may 
not like this proof of the fact that you’ve lost control over 
Susie, but she is going to stay widi me for a while more. , 
Alone. Isn’t that right Susie?” 

The little blonde glanced up briefly to meet the gaze of 
her mother and her former female lover, and then said, 
“That’s right. I want to stay with Brad. For as long ^ 
he wants me to. Maybe forever.” 

It was well after midnight when Brad and Susie at last 
found themselves alone together in one of the motel 
suites. All the others had left, — Bob Pond to go to the . 
hospital with Cissie Reynolds, Carol and Charlie to con- 
tinue their exploration of the changes they had so 
strangely effected in each other. Mother Perldns and . 
iN’orma to bemoan their losses, and Big Bill Brandon 
alone to the bar where he would supervise the operation 
of the club while he planned the necessary changes in 
his life and work. 

Susie did not tell Brad that part of her preliminary 
acceptance of him and his love was the fact that she was 
still suffering from the flames which Norma had lit sev- 
eral days before. This pre-heating of her latent passions, 
would help get her over the first shock of adjustment . 
after her long manless period of waiting. After that, she ■ 
knew that the future could take care of itself under the, 
kind, gentle, loving and masculine guidance of Brad’s 
affection. ' / 

Brad sat on the edge of their bed vvith Susie in his lap 
as his hands flowed worshipfuUy over her exquisite body,' 
exciting them both to do what they knew was soon to .■ 
come. Her dainty but firmly lush curves came quivering- 
ly alive under his stimulations, and when Brad tenderly 
laid her down on the bed, she was as eager ais he for 
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the ensuing steps. 

Shyly but ardently she helped him remove her clothing, 
and she felt a deep inner thankfulness when he thought 
to turn off most of the light in the room. Now he quickly 
but not frantically discarded his own garments and they 
lay in throbbing warm close intimacy on the bed, side by 
side. Without her conscious volition Susie felt her body 
begin to writhe and squinn in fervent anticipation ‘of 
their ultimate union. His firm masculinity was no longer 
a symbol of alarm and painful menace, but a reassuring 
evidence of his love and his ability to satisfy the passions 
which surged with ever increasing strength within her. 

Under his loving caresses and kisses Susie felt her full 
firm breasts rise in ardent acceptance, and her anus 
strained him ever closer against her. Now he was crouch- 
ing over her and she felt no fear of tlie ultimate intimacy 
which was immanent. Only the thrill of coming fulfill- 
ment. She knew she had found her perfect mate, her 
partner for life. 

Brad was aU too conscious of the tragedy which* his 
former rash and passionate impetuosit}' had created on 
the occasion of their first attempts at physical love. Now 
he was straining to control his surging impulses at least 
vmtil Susie codd join him in savoring their mutual 
ecstasy. Slowly and beautifully he felt their heated flesh 
conjoin, and the passion of their kiss told of her complete 
acceptance of him in all ways. 

Still Brad held himself hack. Only when her arms 
and legs, and her moaning sighs of release told him that 
she was well launched into emotional orbit did he start 
the brief powerful pounding that made him blast off widi 
her in a wildly spiralling ecstasy of sublime b^uty for 
both. 

Later as they prepared to repeat this superb rite, of 
physical communion,' they boffi knew with imquestioned 
certainty that the correct person had finally won the 
strange ihree-comered struggle for . Suae’ s body and sonL 
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